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Vol. IV. B 



C A D E N U S 

AND 

VANESSA. 

Written Aimo 171 3. 

TH 'Ejhepherds and the nymphs were feen 
Pleading before the Cyprian queen. 
The council for the * fair began, 
Accuflng the falfe creature man. 
The brief with weighty crimes was charg'd, 
On which the pleader much enlarg'd j 
That Cupid now has loft his art, 
Or blunts the point of ev'ry dart ; — 
His altar now no longer fmokes, 
His mother's aid no youth invokes : 
This tempts Free-thinkers to refine. 
And bring in doubt their pow'rs divine ;, 
Now love is dwindled to intrigue, 
And marriage grown a money-league. 
Which crimes aforefaid (with her leave) 
Were fas he humbly did conceive) 
Againft our fov'reign lady's peace, 
Againft the ftatute in that cafe, 

* This poem is founded up- need not here be inquired : his 

on an offer of marriage made principal defign is to expofe the 

by a young lady to her precep- faults and follies in both fexes, 

tor : whether fuch an incident by which love is degraded, and 

really happened, or what gave marriage rendered fubfervient 

^ poet occafion to fuppofe it, to ibrdid purpofes. 

B 2 K^T&., 



4 CADENUS and VANESSA- 

Againft her dignity and crown : 
Tnen pray'd an anfwcr, " and fat down. 

The nymphs with fcprn bdield'their foes ; 
When- the •depndant\ council rofe, 
And, '■ wha.t .;ip lawyer ever lack'd, 
With impudehce own'd all the fad; 
But, what the gehtleft heart would vex, 
Laid all the fault on t'other fex.' 
That modern love is no fuch thing, 
As what thofe ancient poets fing ; 
A fire celeftial, chafte, refih'd, 
Conceiv'd and kindled in the mind. 
Which having found an qqual flamcj. 
Unites, and both become the fame, 
In diff'rent breafts together burn, 
Together both to afhes turn : 
But women now feel no fuch fire, 
And only know the grofs defire. 
Their pa{Hons move in lower fpheres, 
Whercr-e'er caprice or folly fleers, 
A dog, a parrot, or an ape, 
Or fome worfe brute in human fhapc, 
Engrofs the fancies gf the fair. 
The few foft moments they can fpare 
From vifits to receive and pay. 
From fcandal, politicks, and play. 
From fans, and flounces, and brocades, 
From equipage and park-parades, 

From 
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From all the thoufand female toys, 
From ev'ry trifle that employs 
The out or infide of their heads 
Between their toylets and their beds. 

In a dull ftream, which moving flow, 
You h^dly fee the current flow, 
If d fiiialkbreeze obftnids the courfe, 
It \»;hirls'kIxiLit. fiar.v^fent of focce,;.: 
And in its narrow cirde gathers 
Nothing but chaff", arid'ft'raws, and feathers: 
The current of a female mind , r . . '' • 
Stops, thus, and turns with ev'ry wind ; 
Thus whirling round, together draws 
Fools, fops, and rakes, for chaff" and fl:raws. 
Hence we conclude, no women's hearts 
Are won by virtue, wit, and parts ; 
Nor are the men of fenfe to blame. 
For breafts incapable of flame : 
The fault mufl: on the nymphs be plac'd. 
Grown fo corrupted in their tafte. 

The pleader, having fpoke his befl:. 
Had witnefs ready to attefl:, 
Who fairly could on oath dejiofe. 
When queftions on the fadt arofe, 
That ev'ry article was true j : 

Nor further thofe deponents knew :-^—^. 
Therefore he humbly would infifl:. 
The bill might be with cofts difmifl:. 

B 3 1\«. 
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The caufe appear'd of fo much weight, 
That Venus, from her judgment-feat, 
Defir'd them not to talk fo loud, 
Elfe fhe muft interpofe a cloud : 
For, if the heav'nly folk fhould know 
Thefe pleadings in the courts below. 
That mortals here difdain to love, 
She ne'er could fhew her face above ; 
For Gods, their betters, are too wife 
To value that, which men defpife. 
And then, faid (he, my fon and I 
Muft ftrole in air 'twixt earth and iky ; 
Or elfe, fhut out from heav'n and earth. 
Fly to the fea, my place of birth ; 
There live with daggled mermaids pent, 
And keep on fifh perpetual lent. 

But, fince the cafe appear'd fo nice, 
She thought it beft to take advice. 
The Mufes by their king's permiffion. 
Though foes to love, attend the feffion. 
And on the right hand took their places 
In order ; on the left, the Graces : 
To whom fhe might her doubts propofe 
On all emergencies that rofe. 
The Mufes oft were feen to frown ; 
The Graces half-afham'd look down ; 
And 'twas obferv'd, there were but few 
Of either fex among the crew. 
Whom fhe or her affefTors knew. 
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The Goddefs foon began to fee, 
Things were not ripe for a decree, 
And faid fhe muft confult her books, 
The lovers^ F/etaSy BraSionsy Cokes. 
Firft to a dapper clerk fhe beckon'd 
To turn to Ovid^ book the fecond ; 
She then referr'd them to a place 
In Virgil (vide Dido's cafe ; ) 
As for Tibulluss reports, 
They never pafs'd for law in courts : 
For Cowley % briefs, and pleas of Waller y 
Still their authority was fmaller. 

There was on both fides much to fay J 
She'd hear the caufe another day; 
And fo fhe did, and then a third ; 
She heard it — there fhe kept her word : 
But with rejoinders and replies, 
Long bills, and anfwers flufF'd with lyes, 
Demur, imparlance, and efToign, 
The parties ne'er could ifliie join : 
For fixteen years the caufe was fpun, 
And then flood, where it firfl begun. 

Now, gentle Ctioy fmg or fay. 
What Venus meant by this delay. 
The Goddefs, much perplex'd in tnind 
To fee her empire thus declin'd. 
When firfl this grand debate arofe. 
Above lier wifdom to compofe, 

B 4. C>oTv- 
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Conceiv'ijd a projeft in her Kead 
'J^o work her ends j which, if it Iped, 
Wou*d fhew the merits of the caufe 
Far better than confulting laws. 

In a glad hour Lucina% aid 
Produc'd on earth a wond'rous maid, 
On whom the queen of love was bent 
To try a new experiment. 
She threw her law-books on the fhelf, 
And thus debated with herfelf. 

Since men alledge, they ne'er can find 
Thofe beauties in a female mind, 
Which raife a flame, that will endure 
For ever uncorrupt and pure ; 
If 'tis with reafon they complain, 
This inftant fhall reftore my reign. 
I'll fearch >vhere ev'ry .virtue dwQJl§y. . ; 
From courts inclufive down to ceTlsj- • 
What preachers talk, or fages write ; 
Thefe I will gather and unite, 
And reprefent them to mankind 
Collected in that infant's mind. 

This faid,flie plucks in heav'n's high bow'rs 
A fprig of amaranthine flow'rs, 
In nedar thrice infufes bays, 
Three times refin'd in Titans rays ; 
Then calls the Graces to her aid, 
And fpi inkles thrice the new-born maid : 

From 
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From whence the tender ikih afliimes 

A fweetnefs above all perfumes : 

From whence a cleanlinefs remains, 

Incapable of outward ftains : 

From whence that decency of mind, 

So lovely in the female kmd ; 

Where not one carelefs thought intrudes 

Lefs modeft than the fpeech of prudes ; 

Where never blufli was call'd in aid, 

That ipurious virtue in a maid, 

A virtue but at fecond-hand ; 

They blufh, becaufe they underftand. 

The Graces next would ad their part, 
And fliew'd but little of their art ; 
Their work was half already done, 
The child with native beauty fhone ; 
The outward form no help requir'd : 
£ach breathing on her thrice, inlpir'd 
That gentle, foft, engaging air, 
Which in old times adorn'd the fair : 
And faid, " Fanejfa be the name, 
" By which thou (halt be known to fame; 
" Vanejfa^ by the Gods enroU'd : 
" Her name on earth—fhall not be told." 

But ftill the work was not compleat. 
When Venus thought on a deceit : 
Drawn by her doves, away fhe flies. 
And finds out Pallas in the (kies : 
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Dear Pallas^ I have been this morn 

To fee a lovely infant born ; 

A boy in yonder ifle below, 

So like my own without his bow, 

By beauty cou'd your heart be won. 

You'd fwear it is Apollo's fon : 

But it fhall ne'er be faid, a child 

So hopeful has by me been fpoil'd ; ' 

I have enough befides to fpare, 

And give him wholly to your care. 

Wifdom's above fufpe<3:ing wiles : 
The queen of learning gravely fmiles, 
Down from Olympus comes with joy, 
Miftakes Vanejfa for a boy ; 
Then fows within her tender mind 
Seeds long unknown to womankind ; 
For manly bofoms chiefly fit, 
The feeds of knowledge, judgment, wit : 
Her foul was fuddenly endu'd 
With juftice, trutli, and fortitude ; 
With honour, which no breath can ftain, 
Which malice mufl attack in vain ; 
With open heart and bounteous hand. 
But Pallas here was at a ftand ; 
She knew in our degen'rate days 
Bare virtue could not live on praife ; — 
That meat muft be with money bought : 
She therefore, upon fecond thought, 

Infus'd 
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. Infus'd, yet as it were by ftealth, 
Some fmall regard for ftate and wealth ; 
Of which, as ihe grew up, there ftay'd 
A tindure in the prudent maid : 
She manag'd her eftate with care, 
Yet hk'd three footmen to her chair. 
But, left he fhould negled his ftudies 
Like a young heir, the thrifty Goddefs 
(For fear young mafter fhould be fpoil'd,) 
Wou'd ufe him like a younger child ; 
And, after long computing, found 
'Twou'd come to juft five thoufand pound. 

" The queen of love was pleas'd, and proud, 
To fee Vanejfa thus endow'd : 
She doubted not but liich a dame 
Through ev'ry breaft would dart a flame; 
That ev'ry rich and lordly fwain 
With pride wou'd drag about her chain ; 
That fcholars wou'd forfake their books 
To ftudy bright Vanejfa^ looks ; 
As {he advanc'd, that womankind 
Woti'd by her model form their mind, 
And all their condud wou'd be try'd 
By her, as an unerring guide ; 
Offending daughters oft wou'd hear 
Vanejfa % praife rung in their ear : 
Mifs Betty y when fhe does a fault, 
Lets falls her knife, or fpills the fait. 
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Will thus be by her mother chid, 
*' *Tis what J^aneffa never did." 
Thus by the nymphs and fwains adoT'd, 
My pow'r fhall be again reftor'd, 
And happy lovers blefs my reign—-* 
BoFefiusho^^dy but hop'd in vain. 

For, when in time the martial maid 
Found out the tricky that Venus play'd. 
She fhakes her helpi^ j0be knits her brows, 
And fir'd with indigmdon vows, . 
To-morrow, e'er thefetting funi 
She'd all undo, that flifc h^d done... 

But in thepofets we;rMty:-|ihdy ^ 
A wholefome law time-6pt oF mind 
Had been confirfti'd hy fate's decree ; 
That Gods, of whatfoe'er degree, 
Refume not what themfelves have giv'n, 
Or any brother-God in heav'n ; 
Which keeps the peace among the Gods, 
Or they muft always be at odds : 
And Pallas, if ftie broke the lawsy 
Muft yield her foe the ftronger eaufe j 
A fliame to one, fo much ador'd 
For wifdom at yoves council-board. 
Befides, ihe fear'd the queen of love 
Wou'd meet with better friends above. 
And though fhe muft with grief reflcd, 
To fee a mortal virgin deck'd 

With 
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With graces hitherto unknown 
To female breafts, except her own ; 
Yet fhe wou'd ad as beft became 
A Goddefs of unlpotted fame. 
She knew, by augury divine, 
Ventis wou'd fail in her defign : 
She ftudy'd well the point, and found 
Her fde's cohbluflons were not found. 
From premifles erroneous brought, 
And therefore the dedu<9:iion's nought. 
And muft have contrary eiFc^ts, 
To what her treach'rous foe expeAs,- 

In proper feafon Pallas meets 
The queen of love, whom thus (he greets, 
(For Gods, we are by Homer told, 
Can in celeftial language fcold) 
Perfidious Goddefs I but in vain 
You form'd this projed in your braiii, 
A projed: for thy talents fit. 
With much deceit, and little wit. 
Thou haft, as thou fhalt quickly fee, 
Deceiv'd thyfelf, inftead of me : 
For how can heav'nly wifdom prove 
An inftrument to earthly love ? 
Know'ft thou not yet, that men commence 
Thy votaries for want of fenfe ? 
Nor fhall Fanejfa be the theme 
To manage thy abortive fcheme : 

She'll 
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She'll prove the greateft of thy foes ; 
And yet I fcorn to interpofe, 
But ufing neither fkill, nor force, 
Leave all things to their nat'ral courfc. 

Thegoddefs thus pronounc'd her doom: 
When, lo ! Vaneffa in her bloom 
Advanced, like Atalantd% ftar, 
But rarely feen, and feen from far : 
In a new world with caution ftept, 
Watch'd all the company fhe kept, 
Well knowing from the books fhe read 
What dang'rous paths young virgins tread : 
Wou'd feldom at the park appear, 
Nor faw the play-houfe twice a year ; 
Yet, not incurious, wasinclin'd 
To know the converfe of mankind. 

Firft iffued from perfumers fhops 
A croud of fafliionable fops: 
They afk'd her, how fhe lik'd the play ? 
Then told the tattle of the day ; 
A duel fought lafl night at two. 
About a lady — You know who ; 
Mcntion'd a new Italian^ come 
Either from Mufcovy or Rome ; 
Gave hints of who and who's together : 
Then fell to talking of the weather : 
Lafl night was fo extremely fine, 
The ladies walk'd till after nine. 

Then 
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Then in foft voice, and fpeech abfurd. 
With nonfenfe ev'ry fecond word. 
With fuftian from exploded plays. 
They celebrate her beauty's praife ; 
Run o'er their cant of ftupid lyes. 
And tell the murders of her eyes. 

With filent fcorn Vanejfa fat. 
Scarce lift'ning to their idle chat ; 
Further than fometimes by a frown, 
When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At laft fhe fpitefuUy was bent 
To try their wifdom's full extent ; 
And faid, fhe valu'd nothing lefs 
Than titles, figure, fliape, and drefs ; 
That merit fhould be chiefly plac'd 
In judgment, knowledge, wit, and tafte ; 
And thefe, fhe ofFcr'd to difpute. 
Alone diftinguifli'd man from brute : 
That prefent times have no pretence 
To virtue, in the noble fenfe 
By Greeks and Romans underftood 
To perifh for our country's good. 
She nam'd the ancient heroes round, 
JExplain'd for what they were renown*d ; 
Then fpoke with cenfure, or applaufe, 
Of foreign cuftoms, rites, and laws ; 
Thro' nature and thro' art fhe rang'd, 
And gracefuUy her fubjed chang'd : 

Z In 
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In vain : her hearers had no (hare 
In all fhe fpoke,. except to ftare. 
Their judgment was upon the whole, 
— That lady is the duUeft foul — 
Then tipt their forehead in a jeer^ 
As who fhould fay — fhe wants it here ; 
She may be handfome, young, and rich. 
But none will burn her for a witch. 
A party next of glitt'ring dames, 
From round the purlieus of St. James^ 
Came early, out of pure good-will. 
To fee the girl in defliabille. 
Their clamour, 'lighting from their chairs. 
Grew louder all the way up flairs ; 
At entrance loudeft ; where they founi' 
The room with volumes litter'd round; 
Vaneffa held Montaigne^ and read," - 
Whilft mrs. Sujan cbnib'd her head : 
They call'd for tea arid chocolate, 
And fell into their ufual chat, 
Difcourfing, with important face, 
On ribbons, fans, and gloves and lace ; 
Shew'd patterns juft from India brought, 
And gravely afk'd her what fhe thought 5 
Whether the red or green were befl, 
And what they cofl ? Vaneffa guefs'd. 
As came into her fancy firft ; 
Nam'd half the rates, and lik'd the worfl. 
I To 
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Jgr jlc^tid^ nWft-'-Wbat ayl^war^ thing 
Was that Iftft Sund(iy m the rjog? 
Tin forry il^S?^ bf cgk? fp faA ; 
I faid h«* f*9C wpu'4 n^ver laft. 
Cprinnfii with that ypijthfvl w» 
Is thirty, wd ^ bit to fpare : 
Her fondner? fpT a c?j-taw ?arl . 
Began, whein I was but 4 gifl. 
Phillisy who but a i»onth ^gP 
Was roany'd to the 7j^»/^/^<? beau, 
1 f^w coquetting t'other night 
In publick with t;hat odious knight. 

They rslly'd next V(^neffd% d^f Is i 
That gowji was made fpr <;^d queei^ ^efu 
Dear madaa), let nje /ee your he^d J 
Don't. you iflttend to put pn red? 
A petticpat without ^ hoop I 
Sure, .ypu ^S- flpt ^(hafia'd to ftp<^ J 
With handifp»>e gaj-reris *t vpyr .kn^^, 
No matter what a i^Upw iW». 

FiU'd with difdai©, with rage M^ga'd, 
Both of. herfftlf and Aiy afham'd> 
The. nymph Jftpod iJLlwt pyt pf /pjght, 
;Npf wp\i'd vpwh&fe tjo f^ th€3» iight* 
Away th<5 fair de^rjacapts w«01t, 
And ga\r^ ^y t»r»s their PP^V&res yfi»t. 
Sh^'? npt ^ hawifpme in i»y ^y« ; 
Fpr. wit, J WftodfT wWe it te. 

C ^W% 
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She's fair and clean, and that's the moft : 
But why proclaim her for a toaft ? 
A baby face, no life, no airs, 
But what (he learnt at country fairs j 
Scarce knows what difFrenfce is between 
Rich Flanders lace, and Colberteen, 
I'll undertake, my little Nancy 
In flounces hath a better fancy. 
With all her wit, I wou'd not aflc 
Her judgment how to buy a mafk. 
We begg'd her but to patch her face, 
She never hit one proper place ; 
Which ev'ty girl at five years old 
Can do, as foon as fhe is told. 
I own, that out-of-fafhion fluff 
Becomes the creature well enough. 
The girl might pafs, if we cou'd get her 
To know the world a little better. 
(To know the world! a modem phrafe 
For vifits, ombre, balls, and plays.) 

Thus, to the world's perpetual fhame, 
The queen of beauty lofl her aim. 
Too late with grief fhe underflood, 
Pallas hzd done more harm than good : 
For great examples are but vain, 
Where ignorance begets difdain. 
Both fexes, arm'd with guilt and fpite> 
Againfl f^anejfas pow'r uni^ : 

To 
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To copy her few nymphs afpir'd ; 
Her virtues fewer fwains admir'd ; 
So ftars beyond a certain height 
Give mortals neither heat nor light. 

Yet fome of either fex, endow'd 
With gifts fuperior to the crowd, 
With virtue, knowledge, taile and wit„ 
She condefcended to admit. 
With pleafing arts fhe cou'd reduce 
Men's talents to their prpper ufe ; 
And with addrefs each genius held 
To that, wherein it moft exceird ; 
Thus making others wifdom known, 
Cou'd pleafe them, and improve her own.* 
A modeft youth faid fomething new j 
She plac'd it in the ftrongeft view. , 

All humble worth fhe ftrove to raife ; 
Wou'd not be prais'd, yet lov'd to praife. 
The learned met with free approach, 
Although they came not in a coach : 
Some clergy too Ihc w;ou'd allow, 
Nor quarrel'd at their auk ward. bow. 
But this was for Cadenus fake, 
A gown-man of a diif'rent make ; 
Whom Pallas^ once Fanejfa^ tutor, 
Had fix'd on for her coadjutor. 

But Cupidy full of mifchief, longs 
To vindicate his mother's wiongs. 

C 2 Oyw 
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On Palias all attempts arc vain : 
One way he knows to give her pain ; 
Vows, on yaneffas heart to take 
Due vengeance for her patron*s fake. 
Thofc early feeds by f^enus fbwn, 
In fpitc of Pa//asy now were grown ; 
And Cupid hop'd, they wou'd improve 
By time, and ripen into love. 
The boy made ufe of all his craft, 
In vain difcharging m<iny a fhaft, 
Pointed at cornels, lords, and beaux: 
Cadenus warded off the blows ; 
For, placing ftill fomc book betwixt. 
The darts were in the cover fix'd, 
Or, often blunted and rccoil'd, 
On Plutarch\ morals flruck, were fpoilM. 

The queen of mfdcm could forelec, 
But not prevent, the fates decree : 
And human caution tries in vain 
To break that adamantine chain. 
Vamffa^ though by Pallas taught, 
iiy Love invulnerable thought, 
Searching in books for wifdom's aid, 
Was, in the very fearch, betray'd. 

Cupid^ thougn all his darts were loft. 
Yet ftill refolv'd to fpare no coft : 
He could not anfwer to his fame 
The triumphs of that ftubbom daimey 

A nymph 



CADENUS and VANESSA. 21 

A nymph fo hard to be fubdu'd, 
Who neither was coquette nor prude* 
I find, faid he, fhe wants a dodor 
Both to adore her, and inftrud her : 
I'll give her what fhe moft admires 
Among thofe venerable fires, 
Cadenus is a fiibjed fit, 
Grown old in politicks and wit, 
Carefs'd by minifters of ftate. 
Of half mankind the dread and hate : 
Whate'er vexations love attend. 
She need no rivals apprehend, 
Her fex, with univerfal voice, 
Muft laugh at her capricious choice. 

Gadenus many things had writ ; 
Vanejfa much efteem'd his wit, 
And call'd for his poetic wtM-ks : 
Mean time the boy in fecrct lurks. 
And) while the book was in her hand, 
The urchin from his private ftand 
Took aim, and fliot with .all his ftrength 
A dart of fuch prodigious length. 
It pierc'd the feeble, volume through. 
And deep transfix'd her bofom too. 
Some lines, more moving than the reft, 
Stuck to the point that pierc'd her breaft, 
And, borne dircAly to the heart, 
Wijii pains unknown, increased her fmaft. 

G 3 Fc^mStt, 
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Vaneffa *, hot in years a fcorc, 
Dreams of a gown of forty-four j 
Imaginary charms can find 
In eyes with reading almoft blind : 
Cadenus now no more appears 
Declin'd in health, advanc'd in years. 
She fancies mufick in his tongue, ' 
Nor farther looks, but thinks him yoUng. 
What mariner is not afraid 
To venture in a fhip decay'd ? 
What planter will attempt to yoke 
A fapling with a falling oak ? 
As years increafc, fhe brighter fliines ; 
Cade'nus with each day declines ; 
And he muft fall a prey to time. 
While fhe continues in her prime. 
Cadenus, common forms apart, 
In ev'ry fcene had kept his heart ; 
Had figh'd and languifh'd, vow'd, and writ 
For paftime, or to (hew his wit. 
But time, and books, and flate-afFairs, 
Had fpoil'd his fafhionablc airs : 
He now cou'd praife, eftcem, approve, 
But underftood not what was love. 

• The poet havinc before imitation and inrpite every 

/hewed the caiifc of VantJJa't man with love, as compelled 

difappointment, here rcpre> to make advances to one, who 

. fents Vanrjfat who was intend' had fcarce fenfibility enough 

' ed :o animate every woman to to underftand them. 

Hia 
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His condud might have made him ftil'd 
A father, and the nymph his child. 
That innocent delight he took 
To ,fee the. virgin mind her book, 
Was but the mailer's fecret joy 
In fchool to hear the fineft boy. 
Her knowledge with her fancy grew ; 
She hourly prefs'd for fomething new ; 
Icieas came into her mind 
So faft, his leflbns lagg'd behind ; 
She reafon'd without plodding long, 
Nor ever gave her judgment wrong. 
But now a ludden change was wrought ; 
She minds, no longer what he taught. 
Cadefius wsLsanxsLz'd to find 
Such marks of a diflradted mind: 
For, though flie feem'd to liften more 
To all he {poke, than e'er before. 
He found her thoughts would abfent range, 
Yet guefs'd not whence could fpring the 

change. 
And firft he modeftly conjedures 
His pupil might be tir'd with ledures 5 
Which help'd to mortify his pride, 
Yet gave him not the heart to chide : 
3ut, in a mild dejeded ftrain. 
At laft he ventur'd to complain ; 

C 4. Said 
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Said, fhe /hould be no longer teax*d ; 
Might have hef freedom when ihe pleaa'd \ 
Was now cdnvinc*d, he adled wrang 
To hide her from the world To long, 
And in dull fludies to engage 
One of her tender fex and age \ 
That ev'ify nymph With envy own'd, 
How flic might Ihine in the graftdt-monde. 
And cv'ry fncpherd was undone 
To fee her cloifter'd like a nun. 
This was a vifionary fcheme: 
He wak'd, and found it but a dream ; 
A pwjea far above his (kill j 
For nature ifiuft be nature ftijl. 
If he was bc44er than became 
A fcholar to a courtly dame, 
She might ^xcufe a man of letters ; 
Thus tutOf s often treat their betters : 
A;nd, fmee his talk ofFeftfive grew, 
lie came t^ take hift lail Adieu. 
Faneffay fiU'd with jvft difdain, 

Would ftill het dignity mafetain, 

Inftruaed from her earljr yeari 

To fcom the art of female tears. 

Had he employed hi& time fo long 
To teach h€f what Was right and wrong. 
Yet cou'd fueh notions eftttttdn, 
,1 hfiX all his ledufcs were in vain ? 

She 
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She own'd the wlild*ting of her thoi^^; 
But he muft anfwer for her ^ults. 
She well remember'd, to her coft, 
That all hi$ le0bns were not loft. 
Two maxims ihe could ftill produce, 
And fad experielice taught their uie ; 
That virtue, pleat'd by being (hown, 
Knows nothing which it dares not own> 
Can make us without fear difclofe 
Our inmoft^^ fecrets to our foes ; 
That common forms were not defigii'd 
Diredors * to a noble mind. 
Now, faid t;hc nymph, I'll let you fee 
My adHons with your rules agree ; 
That I can vulgar forms de/pife, 
And have no fecrets to di^uiie. 
I knew, by what you (aid and writ, 
How dangVous things were men of wit ; 
You caution'd me againft their charms, . 
But never gave me equal arms ; 
Your leiibns found the weakeft part, 
Aim'd at the head, but reach'd the heart 

* ytauffa^ confcieus thtct Which retniire that the fiifiaif 

her palfion was virtuous, had drefs flioiad he made by the 

no iBotive to conceal it:, fbr man. For «(NninM ibcna are 

,•< Virtue knows nothing that only fot common minds j they 

it dare not own." I%e there- only veil defe3!t, and are Hot 

fore confelfed it to CmUmst neoeflaty, wbet« AtS^Gtt are 

S/o/oxxvyxo the tcmmen fsrinji not found. 

CademL% 
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Cadenus felt within him rife 
Shame, difappointment, guilt, furprize. 
He knew not how to reconcile 
Such language with her ufual flile : 
And yet her words were fo expreft. 
He cou'd not hope fhe fpoke in jeft. 
His thoughts had wholly been confined 
To form and cultivate her mind. 
He hardly knew, till he was told, 
Whether the nymph were young or o|d 5 
Had met her in a publick place 
Without diftinguifhing her face : 
Much Icfs cou'd his declining age 
Fanejfa^s earlicfl thoughts engage ; 
And, if her youth indiff'rence met. 
His perfon muft contempt beget: 
Or, grant her paflion be fincere, 
How ihall his innocence be clear? 
Appearances were all fo ftrong. 
The world muft think him in the wrong \ 
Wou*d fay, he made a treach'rous ufe 
•Of wit, to flatter and feduce : 
The town wou'd fwear he had betray'd 
By magick fpells the harmlefs maid : 
And ev'ry beau wou'd have his jokes. 
That fcholars were like other folks ; 
That, when flatonick flights were over, 
The tytor turn'd a mortal lover. 

So 
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So tender of the young and fair ! 
It fliew'd a true paternal care *— 
Five thoufand guineas in her purfe! 
The dodor might have fancy 'd worfe. — 

Hardly at length he fUence broke, 
And faulter'd ev'ry word he fpoke ; 
Interpreting her complaifance, 
Juft as a mzxi fans confequence. 
She rally 'd well, he always knew: 
Her manner now was fomething new 5 
And what fhe fpoke was in an air 
As ferious as a tragick player. 
But thofe who. aim at/ ridicule 
Shou'd fix upon fome certain rule, 
Which fairly hints they are in jeft, 
Elfe he muft enter his proteft : 
For let a man be ne'er fo wife, 
He may be caught with fober lyes ; 
A fcience which he never taught, 
And, to be free, was dearly bought; 
For, take it in its proper light, 
'Tis juft what coxcombs call a bite. 

But not to dwell on things minute, 
Vaneffa finilh'd the difpute, 
Brought weighty arguments to prove 
That reaibn was her guide in love. 
She thought he had himfelf defcrib'd. 
His dodrines when flic firft imbib*d : 
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What he had planted, how was grown ^ 
His virtues fhe might call her own ; 
As he approves, as he difUkes, 
Love or contempt her fancy ftrikes. 
Self-love, in nature rooted fad, 
Attends us firfl, and leaves us lad : 
Why fhe likes him, admire not at her i 
She loves herfelf, and that's the matter. 
How was her tutor wont to praife 
The genius's of ancient days ! 
(Thofe authors he fb oft had nam'd. 
For learning, wit, and wildom fam*d) 
Was ftruck with love, efteem, and awe, 
For perfbns whom he never few, 
Suppofe Cadenus flouriOi'd then, 
He muft adore fuch god-like men. 
If one fliort volume cou'd comprize 
All that was witty, learn'd, and wife, 
How wou'd it be efticm'd, and read, 
Although the writer long were dead \ 
If fuch an author were alive. 
How all wou'd for his fricndfhip ftrivc. 
And come in crouds to fee his face 1 
And this fhe takes to be her cafe. 
Cadenus answers cv ry end. 
The book, the author, and the fiieod : 
The utmoft her deiires will reach, 
Is biit to learn what he can teach : 

HU 
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His coftverfe is a fyftemfit 
Alone to fill up all her .wit ; 
While ev'ry-paliion of her mind 
In him is centered and confinM. 

Love can with fpeech inTpire a mute, 
And taught Farnffa to difpute., 
This topick, never touch'd before, 
Difplay'd her eloquence the more : 
Her knowledge, with fuch pains aoquir'd, 
By this new pafHon grew inlpk'd: 
Through this (he made all objeds pals, 
Which gave a tindure o*cr the mafs : 
As rivers, though they bend and twine. 
Still to the fea their courfe incline ; 
Or, as philofophers, who find 
Some favVite fyftem to thdr mind. 
In ev'ry pwnt to make it fit, 
Will force all nature to fubmit. 

CadenuS) who cou'd ne'er fufpe^l: 
His leflbns wou'd have fiich effed, 
Or be fo artfully apply'd, 
Infenfibly came on her fide. 
It was an unforefeen event ; 
Things took a turn he never meant. 
Whoe'er excels in what we prize 
Appears a hero in our eyes : 
EachgH-l, when pleas'd wkh what istaught, 
Will have the teacher in her thought. 
2 * TK.«. 
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The nymph in fober words intreats \ 

A truce with all fublime conceits : 
For why fuch raptures, flights, and fancies/ 
To her who durft not read romances ? 
In lofty ftyle to make replies, 
Which he had taught her to defpife ? 
But when her tutor will affedt 
Devotion, duty, and relped, 
He fairly abdicates his throne ; 
The government is now her own: 
But, though her arguments were flrong, 
At leaft cou d hardly wifh them wrong. 
Howe'er it came, he cou'd not tell, 
But lure fhe never talk'd fo well. 
His pride began to interpofe; 
Preferr'd before a crowd of beaux f 
So bright a nymph to come unfoughtl 
Such wonder by his merit wrought I 
'Tis merit muft with her prevail: 
He never knew her judgment fail. 
She noted all fhe ever read. 
And had a mofl difcerning head. 

'Tis an old maxim in the fchools. 
That vanity's the food of fools : 
Yet now and then your men of wit 
Will condefcend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus cou'd not hide, 
He chofe to juflify, his pride ; 

When 
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When mifs delights in her fpinnct^ 

A fiddler may a fortune get ; " 

A blockhead, with melodious' voice, 

In boarding-fchools can have his choice : 

And oft* the dancing-mafter's ait 

Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. . 

In learning let a nymph delight. 

The pedant gets a miftrefs by't. ' '. 

Cadenus^ to his ^ef and fliame, , 

CouM fcarce oppofe Vaneffd% flanie; 

Where hot and cold, where fharp and (weet 

In all their equipages meet ; . 

Where pleafures mix'd with pains appear. 

Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear ; 

Wherein his dignity and age 

Forbid Cadenus to engage. 

But friendfhip, in its greateft height, 

A conftant, rational deHght, 

On virtue's bafis fix'd to laft, ; . 

When love's allurements long are paft, 

Which gently warms, .but cannot burn, ' 

He gladly offers in return; 

His want of paffion will redeem ^ '" 

With gratitude, refpe«a:, efteem ; ... 

With that devotion we beftow^ ;• .. 

When Goddefles appear below..'. . . 

While thus Cadenus entertains 
f^anejfa in exalted ftrains, 

Gov\- 
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Confirming the pai&on ihe had (hiowii> 
Much to her praiie, more to bis own. 
Nature in him had merit plac'd» 
In her a moft judicious taite. 
Love, hitherto a tranHent gueft, 
Ne*er hdd poHHIion in his breafl ; 
So long attending at the gate, 
Difdain d to enter in io late. 
Love why do we one pa/lion call, 
When *tis a compound of them all? 
He has a forfeiture incurred ; 
She vows to take him at his word, 
And hopes he will not diink it ftrange, 
If both fhou'd now their (lations chaii^ 
The nymph will have her turn to be 
The tutor; and the pupil, he: 
Though ihe already can difoem. 
Her fcholar is not apt to learn ; 
Or wants ca{>acity to neach 
The fcience fhe defigns to teach ; 
Wherein his genius was below 
The fkill of er'ry common beau ; 
Who, thou^ he cannot ^11, is wife 
Enough to read a lady's eyes, 
And will -each accidental g^ce 
Interpret ibr a kind advance. 

But 
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But what fucccfs Fanejfa met, 
Is to the world * a fecret yet. 
Whether the nymph, to pleafe her fwain. 
Talks in a high romantick flrainj 
Or whether he at laft defcends 
To like with lefs feraphick ends ; 
Or, to compound the bus'nefs, whether ' 
They temper love and books together \ 
Muft never to mankind be told. 
Nor fhall the confcious mufe unfold. 

Mean time the mournful queen of lov& 
Led but a weary life above. 
She ventures now to leave the fkies. 
Grown by Vaneffd% conduct wife : 
For, though by one perverfe event 
Pallas had crofs'd her firft intent, 
Though her defign Was not obtain'd, 
Yet had fhe much experience gain'dj 
And by the projed vainly try'd 
Could better now the caufe decide. 
She gave due notice, that both parties 
Coram regina prox die Martis 
Shou'd at their peril without fail 
Come and appear, and fave their bail. 

• The event of Vanejfa^ foreign to the plan and defi^rt 
fuit is judicioufly omitted, as of the poem, 

D All 
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All met ; and, filence thrice pFOclaim'd, 
One lawyer to each fide was nam'd. 
'^'he judge difcover'd in Hct face 
Refcntments for her late djfgrac^ ; 
And, full of anger, ihame, and grief, 
Direded them to mind their brief j 
Nor fpend their time to fl^w their reading; 
She'd have a fummary proceeding. 
She gather'd under ev'ry head 
The fum of what each lawyer faid, 
Gave her own reafons laft, and then 
Decreed the caufe againft- the men. 
But) in a weighty cafe like this 
To fhew fhe did not judge amifs, 
Which evil tongues might elfe report, 
She made a Ipeech in open court; 
Wherein /he grievoufly complains, 
" How fhe was cheated by the fwains ;** 
On whofe petition (humbly fhewing 
That women were not worth the wooing, 
And that, unlefs the fex would mend, 
The race of lovers fbon muft end) 
She was at lord knows what expence 
To form a, nymph of wit and fenfe, 
A model for her fex deiign'd, 
Who never could one lover find. 
She faw, lier favour was mifplac'd ; 
The fellows had a. wretched talle ; 

« She 
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she heeds muft tell them to their face, 
They were a fenfelefs, ftupid race ; 
And, were flie to begin agen, 
She'd ftudy * to reform the men\ 
Or add fdme grains of folly more . 
To womenj than they had before, 
To put them on an equal foot ; 
And this, or nothing elfe, wou'd do*t. 
This might their mutual fancy ftrike ; 
Since ev'ry being loves its like. 
" But now, repenting what was done, 
She left all bus'nefs to her fon ; 
She puts the world in his pofleffion. 
And let him ufe it at difcretion." 
The cry'r was order'd to difmifs 

The court, fo made his laft yes! 

The Goddefs wou'd no longer wait ; 

But, rifing from her chair of ftate, 

Left all below at fix and fev'n, 

Hamefs'd her doves, and flew to heav*n. 

♦ As the totmtn in their the confequences of tht fiflft 

manners and dre& imitate what tafte of their admirers, whd 

the men approve, their faults cannot furely be urged by » 

and follies are little more than ftranger motive to correal it. 
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BAUCIS ^«^ PHILEMON. 

Imitated from the 
EIGHTH BOOK OF OVID. 

IN ancient times, as ftory tells, 
The faints wou'd often leave their cells, 
And ftrole about, but hide their quality. 
To try good people's hofpitality. 

It happen'd on a winter night, 
As authors of the legend write. 
Two brother hermits, faints by trade, 
Taking their tour in mafquerade, 
Difguis'd in tatter'd habits, went 
To a fmall village down in Kent ; 
Where, in the ftroller's canting ftrain, 
They begg'd from door to door in vain, 
Try'd ev'ry tone might pity win; 
But not a foul would let them in. 

Our wand'ring faints in woful flate, 
Treated at this ungodly rate. 
Having through all the village pafs'd. 
To a fmall cottage came at lafl ; 
Where dwelt a good old honefl ye'man, 
Call'd in the neighbourhood Philemon 
Who kindly did thefe faints invite 
In his poor hut to pafs the night ; 

And 
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And then the hoipitable fire 
Bid goody Baucis mend the fire ; 
While h^ from out the chimney took 
A flitch of bacon off the hook. 
And freely from the fatteft flde 
Cut out large flices to be fry'd ; 
Then ftepp'd afide to fetch 'em drink, 
, Fill'd a large jug up to the brink, 
And faw it fairly twice go round ; 
Yet (what is wonderfiil I) they found, 
'Twas (till replenifh'd to the top, 
As if they had not touch'd a drop. 
The good old couple were amaz'd, 
And often on each other gaz'd ; 
For both were frighten'd to the heart, 
And juft began to cry, — What ar't I 
Then Ibftly turn'd afide to view 
Whether the lights were burning blue. 
The gentle pilgrims^ foon aware on't. 
Told them their calling, and their errant ; 
Good folks, you need not be afraid. 
We are hut faints^ the hermits faid ; 
No hurt fliall come to you or yours : 
But for that pack of churlifh boors. 
Not fit to live on chriftian ground. 
They and their houfcs fliall be drown'di 
Whilft you fliall fee your cottage rife, 
And grow a church before your eyes. 

D 3 A\v^^ 
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They fcarcc had fpokc; when fair and 
foft 
The roof began to mount aloft ; 
Aloft rofc cv'ry beam and rafter ; 
1 he heavy wall climb*d flowly after. 

The chimney widcn'd, and grew higher, 
Fecjimc a ftceplc with a fpire. 

Tlie kettle to the top was hoift, 
And there ftood faflen'd to a joift, 
But with the upfide down, to ihow 
Its inclination for below : 
In vain ; for a fuperior force 
Apply 'd at bottom flops its coiirfc: 
D(X)m'd ever in fufpence to dwell, 
"lis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, wliich had almoft 
Loft by difufe the art to roaft, 
A fuddcn alteration feels, 
Increas'd by new inteftine wheels ; 
And, wliat exalts the wonder more, 
The number made the motion flow'r. 
The flyer, though't had leaden feet, 
Turn'd round fo quick, you fcarcc could 

fee't ', 
But, flacken'd by fome fecret powV, 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
7 he jack and chimney, near ally'd, 
Had never left each other's fide : 

I The 
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The chimney to a fteeple grown, 
The jack wou'd not be left alone ; 
But, up againft the fteeple rear'd. 
Became a clock, and ftill adher'd ; 
And ftill its love to houlhold cares 
By a fhrill vbict at noon declares. 
Warning the cook-maid not to burn 
That roaft-meat, which it cannot turn. 

The groaning-chair began to crawl, 
Like a huge fnail, along the wall ; 
There ftuck ajioft in publick vifew. 
And, with fmall change, a pulpit grev^. 

The porringers, that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glitt'ring fho^, 
To a lefs noble fubftanCe chang'd) 
Were now but leathern buckets rang'd. 

The ballads pafted on the wall, 
Of Joan of France, and Eftglijh Molly 
Fair Rofatnond^ and Robin Hoody 
The Liittle Children in the Woiady 
Now feem'd to look abundance better, 
Improved in pidure, fize, and letter ; 
And, high in order plac'd, defcribe 
The * heraldry of ev'ry tribe. 

♦ Of the twelve tribesof Ifraeli enfigns appropraited to them "by 
*hich in country churches are Jacob on his death-bed. 
fomctimcs diftinguiflied by the 

4 A bed- 
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A bedftead of the antique mode, 
Compad of timber many a load, 
Such as our anceftors did ufe, 
Was metamorphos'd into pews ; 
Which ftill their ancient nature keep 
By lodging folks difpos'd to fleep. 

The cottage by fuch feats as thefe 
Grown to a church by juft degrees, 
The hermits then defir'd their hoft 
To afk for what he fancy'd moft. 
Philemcny having paus'd a while, 
Retum'd 'em thanks in homely ftyle ; 
Then faid, my houfe is grown fo fine, 
Methinks, I ftill wou'd call it mine : 
I'm old, and fain wou'd live at eafe ; 
Make me the par/on, if you pleafe. 

He fpoke ; and prefently he feels 
His grazier's coat fall down his heels ; 
He fees, yet hardly can believe, 
About each arm a pudding-fleeve ; 
His waiftcoat to a caflbck grew. 
And both aflum'd a fable hue ; 
But, being old, continu'd juft 
As thread-bare, and as full of duft. 
His talk was now of tythes and dues : 
He fmok'd his pipe, and read the news ; 
Knew how to preach old fermons next, 
Vamp'd in the preface and the text ; 

At 
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At chrift'hings well could adl his part, 
And had the fervice all by heart ; 
Wifti'd women might have children faft, 
And thought whofe fow had farrow'd laft ; 
Againft dtjfenters would repine, 
And ftood up firm for right divine ; 
Found his head fill'd with many a fyftem : 
But claflick authors,— he ne'er mifs'd 'em. 

Thus having furbifli'd up a parfon, 
Dame Baucis next they play'd their farce on. 
Inftead of home-fpun coifs, were feen 
Good pinners edg'd with colberteen\ 
Her petticoat, transform'd a-pace, 
Became black fattin flounc'd with lace. 
Plain goody would no longer down; 
'Twas madam, in her grogram gown. 
Philemon was in great furprize. 
And hardly could believe his eyes, 
Amaz'd to fee her look fo prim ; 
And fhe admir'd as much at him. 

Thus happy in their change of life 
Were fev'ral years this man and wife ; 
When on a day, which prov'd their laft, 
Difcourling o'er old ftories paft. 
They went by chance amidft their talk 
To the church-yard to take a walk ; 
When Baucis haftily cry'd out, 
My dear, I fee your forehead fprout I 
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Sprout ! quoth the man ; what's this you 

tell us ? 
I hope you don*t believe me jealous : 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true ; 
And really yours is budding too — * 
Nay, — now I cannot ftir my foot ; 
It feels as if 'twere taking root. 

Defcription would but tire my mufe ; 
In {hort, they both were turn'd toy€Ws» 

Old goodman Dobfm of the green 
Remembers, he the trees has feen ; 
He'll talk of them from noon till night. 
And goes with folks to fhew the fight ; 
On Sundays^ after cv'ning pray'r, 
He gathers all the parifh there ; 
Points out the place of either yew \ 
Here Baucisy there Philemon grew ; 
Till once a parfbn of our town 
To mend his bam cut Baucis down ; 
At which 'tis hard to be believ'd 
How much the other tree was griev'd. 
Grew fcrubby, dy'd a-top, was ftunted ; 
So the next parfon ftubb'd and burnt it. 



DESCRIPTION 

O F A 

CITY SHOWER, 

In Jraitation of Virgil's Georgicks. 

CA R E F u L obfervcrs may forctel the hour 
(By fiire prognofticks) when to dread a 

fhow'r. 
While rain depends, the penfive cat gives o'er 
Her frolicks, and purlues her tail no more. 
JReturning home at night, you'll find the fink 
Strike your offended fenfe with double flink. 
Jf you be wife, then go not far to dine ; 
You'll fpend in coach-hire more than fave in 

wine. 
A coming fhow'r your fhooting corns prefage, 
Old aches throb, your hollow tooth will rage: 
Saunt'ring in coffee-houfe is Dulman fecn ; 
He damns the climate, and complains ofy^/?^. 
Mean while the South, rifing with dabbled 

wings, 
A fable cloud athwart the welkin flings, 
That fwill'dmore liquor than it could contain, 
And, like a drunkard, gives it up again. 

Brifk 
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Brifk Sufan whips licr linncn from the rope. 
While tliefirftdriz/lingniowV is borne aflope: 
Such is thiit fprinkliiig, which fonie carelcfs 

cjiiean 
Flirts on you from her mop, but not fb clean : 
You fly, invoke the (Joels; then turning, flop 
'IV) rail ; (he Tinging, flill whirls on her mop. 
Not yet tjie dud had {biMui'd th' unequal fl:rife, 
Hut, aided by the wind, fought flill for life, 
And wafled with its foe by vi'lent guft, 
* "I'was doubtful which was rain, and which 

was (hift. 
/\h ! where muft needy poet feck for aid. 
When dufl and rain at once his coat invade ? 
Sole coat, where duft cemented by the rain 
liredts tlie nap, and leaves a cloudy ftain. 
Now in contiguous drops the flood comesdown, 
Threat'ning with dehige this devoted town. 
To fliops in crowds the daggled females fly, 
Pretend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy. 
The templar fpruce, while ev'ry fpout's a- 

broaeh. 
Stays till 'tis fair, yet feems to call a coach. 
The tuck'd-up femilrcfs walks with haft)r 

flridrs, 
While flreanis run down her oil'd umbrella's 

fides-. 

* 'Twa-; (I'jubtful wlsitli w.r, k.\, and wliivli \v.i\ fky. 

Gartl/s Oifp. 

2 Here 
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Here various kinds, by various fortunes led, 
Commence acquaintance underneath a fhed. 
* Triumphant /omj, anddefpondingTO/^/^jf, 
Forget their fouds, and join to fave their wigs. 
Box'd in a chair the beau impatient fits, 
While Ipouts run clatt'ring o'er tlie roof by fits ; 
And ever and anon with frightful din 
The leather founds ; he trembles from within. 
So when 7r^ chairmen bore the wooden fteed, 
Pregnant with Greeks impatient to be freed, 
(Thofe bully Greeks^ who, as the moderns do, 
Inftead of paying chairmen, run them thro',) 
LaocQon ftruck the outfide with his fpear. 
And each imprifon'd hero quak'd for fear. 
Now from all parts the fwelling kennels 

flow, 
And bear their trophies with them as they go : 
Filths of all hues and odours fcem to tell 
^hat ftreettheyfail'd from by their fight and 

fmell. 



* This was written in \he tiling was afterwards done by 

"*"ft year of the earl of Ox- inr. Pope^ cither upon the dean's 

/^'■^s miniftry. authority, or becaufc he did not 

t As whig and xvig only think it liable to objedtion: 
^'fix:r by an afpiration which 

I* fcarcc to be diftinguifhed, A joke on J^/;)// or fomc odd old 

^\ may be thought an cxcep- w/;/^, 

^*on to the dean's remarkable Who never changed his princi- 



•^aftncfs, that he has made pies or wig, 
^cm^ rhyme : but the fame 
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Imitatedy and Addrejfed to 
THE EARL * OF OXFORD, 

In the Tear 1713 "f-. 



H 



FARLEY, the nation's great fupport, i 
^ Returning home one day from court, 
(His mind with publick cares pofleft, 
All Europe^ bus'nefs in his breaft) 
Obferv'd a parfon near Whitehall 5 

Cheapening old authors on a ftall. 
The prieft was pretty well in cafe, 
And fhew'd fome humour in his face ; 
Look'd with an eafy, carelefs mein, 
A perfect ftrangcr to the fplcen ; 10 



I. Sirenuus et fortisy caufftfque Philippus a^cndis 
Clarus^ ab officiis ottavam circitcr boram 
Dum redit 

5, Confpexifj ut aiuntj 

yldrnfum quendam vacud tonforis in umbrd 
Cultcllo proprios purganUm Icniter ungues. 

* Robert Harley^ cfq; three high trcafurcr of England^ on 

times fpcakcr of the houfc of the 29th of the faid month, 
commons, once in king JVil- ^ In this year the author 

liiurCw rftiirn, and twice in was made dean of St Pa- 

cjucon y1mn''< : created baron trick's, Dublin, Sec an ac- 

1 far ley of Wlpnore, earl (^f count of his firft interview 

Oxford and earl Morti?ner, ihe with mr. Harley, in his Ict- 

24th of April 171 1, and lord ter to dr. King, 0^. 10, 171O; 

Vol. XIL 

Of 
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Of iize that might a pulpit fill, 
But more inclining to fit fUll. 
My lord (who, if a man may fay't, 
Loves mi^hief better than his meat) 
Was now difpos'd to crack a jeft, 1 5 

And bid friend Lewis * go in queft, 
(This Lewis is a cunning fhaver, 
And ^ery much in Harley\ favour) 
In queft, who might this par/on be, 
What was his name, of what degree, 20 
If poffible, to learn his ftory. 
And whether he were whig or tory, 

Lewis his patron's humour knows. 
Away upon his errand goes. 
And quickly did the matter ilft ; 25 

Found out that it was dodtor Swift ; 
A clergyman of fpecial note 
For fhunning thofe of his own coat ; 
Which made his brethren of the gown 
^ake care betimes to run him down : 39 

15. Demetrii (puer hie non lave jttfa Philippi 

Accipitlwt) abi, quirre, et refer : Unde dotMt ^is, 
Cujus f or tuna t quo fit patre, quove patrono f ' 

23, 25. //, reditt et narraty Volteimn nomint Memm. 

♦ Era/mus Lewis, efq; private fecretary to the earl of Oxford. 

E No 
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No libertine, nor over-nice, 
Addided to. no fort of vice. 
Went were he plcas'd, faid what he thdught, 
Not rich, but ow'd no man a groat : 
In ftate opinions h. la modcy 35 

* He hated JVharton like a toad, 
Had giv'n the fadion many a wound, 
And libeird all the junto round \ 
Kept company with men of wit, 
Who often fathered what he writ : 40 
His works were hawk'd in every ftreet, 
But feldom rofe above a (heet : 
Of late indeed the paper fiamp 
Did very much his genius cramp ;. 
And, fince he could not fpend his fire, 45 
He now intended to retire. 

Said Harleyy I defire to know 
From his own mouth, if this be fb ? 
Step to the dodor ftrait, and fay, 
I'd have him dine with me to day. 50 

3 1 , — — Tetmi cenfut fine crimine netttmy 

Et proptrart locoy tt iefarct et quxrere, et Mu 

Geudentem — — — 
47. Sit tart Ubtt ex ipfo quodcunqut refers. Die 

Ad cmam vemat. Nsn fane a-edtre NUna'^ 

MJrari fecum tacitus. 

• Earl of IHforttHi father to the duk* of fflvrttn wlio 
«]ie4 in Fni-tit. 

Swifi 
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Swift feem'd to wonder Nyhat he meant, 
Nor wou'd believe my lord had fent ; 
So never offer 'd once to ftir ; 
But coldly (aid, your fervant, fir. 
Does he refiife me? Harley cry'd : 55 
He does, With infolence and pride. 
Some few days after Harley fpics 
The dodor faften'd by the eyes 
At Charitfg-crofs among the rout, 
Where painted monfters are hung out: 60 
He puU'd the ftring, and ftopt his coach, 
Beck'ning the dodlor to appmach. 

Swift y who cou'd neither fly nor hide, 
Came fnea;king to the chariot fide, 
And offer'd many a lame excufe : 65 
He never meant the leaft abufe— *- 

My lord the honour you defignd'-^"^ 

Extremely fraud hut I had din*d'^ — 

Tmfure I never poud negleSi 

No man alive has more r^peSi —^ 70 

54. BmgHet Refpon^L 
55' Negat ilk tnihi? 

56. N^at improbuSy et tt 

NegUgity atit barrel 

57. Volteium mane Philippts 

Vilia vtndentem tunkato fcruta pipello 
Occupatt et falvere jubet frier, 

65. Ille Philippo 

Excufare laborem, — — 

E 2 « WelU 
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<< Well, I (hall think of that no more, 

" If you'll be fure to come at fmn* 

The doctor now obeys the funmions, 

Likes both his company and conmions ; 

Difplays his talent, fits till ten ; 75 

Next day invited comes again ; 

Soon grows domeftick ; feldom fails 

Either at morning, or at meals ; 

Came early, and departed late : 

In fhort, the gudgeon took the bait. 80 

My lord would carry on the jeft, 

And down to ^indfor takes his gueft. 

Swift much admires the place and air, 

And longs to be a canon there ; 

In fummcr rpund the park to ride, 85 

In winter, never to rehde. 

A ca?jon ! that's a place too mean ; 

No, dodor, you mall be a dean ; 

7 1 . Sic igMoviJfe putato 

. Me tibi, ft cxnas hodie mecum. Ut libet. Ergo 
Pojl nonam venies 

"ji,. Vt vent urn ad canam eft, dicenda^ taeenda Ucutus, 
'Tamlim dormitum dimittittir. Hie ubi fiepe 
Onulium viftts decurrere pifiis ad hamtmt 
Mane diem, et jam certus fottviva : — y— 

8 1 , yubgiur 

Rura fnhurhana indiiUi comes ire ImHm.u 
hnpofitiis ma/mi}, arvum catlumqite Sabiium 
Non cejfat laudare. 

87. — — lidit, ridetque Pbitippus : 

Two 
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Two do2:en canons round your ftall, 
And you the tyrant o'er them all : 90 
You need but crofs the Irijh feas 
To live in plenty, pow'r, and eafe. 
Poor Swift departs ; and, what is worfe, 
With borrow'd money in his purfe ; 
Travels at leaft an hundred leagues, 95 
And fuffers numberlefs fatigues. 

Suppofe him now a dean compleat, 
Devoutly lolling in his feat ; 
The filver virge, with decent pride. 
Stuck underneath his cufliion nde : lOO 
Suppofe him gone thro' all vexations, 
Patents, inftalments, abjurations, 
Firft-fruits and tenths and chapter-treatsj 
Dues, payments, fees, demands, and— cheats 
(The wicked laity's contriving 105 

To hinder clergymen from thriving) 
Now all the dodor's money's fpent, 
His tenants wrong him in his rent ; 
The farmers fpitefuUy combin'd 
Force him to take his tythes in kind; no 
And * Parvifol difcounts arrears 
By bills for taxes ' and repairs f . 

E 3 Poor 

loy. ••'■'— Oves fur tOf morbo periere capelU % 
Sftm mrai$a figest bos eft enenm arando ; 

• The clean's agent, a << land to take poflcflion of h!j 

Frmchman. *' deanery, the common people 

f «« Upon his arrival in /«- *' were taught to IooVlxi.'^wvVnto. 
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Poor Swifty with all his lofles vext^ 
Not knowing where to turn him next, 
Above a thoufand pounds in debt, 115 
Takes horfe, and in a mighty fret 
Rides day and night at fuch a rate> 
He foon arrives at Harley% gate ; 
But was fo dirty, pale, and thin, 
Old Read * would hardly let him in. 1 2Q 

Said Harleyy welcome, rev'rend dean ; 
What makes your worfhip look fo lean ? 
Why, fure you won't appear in town 
In that old wig and rufty gown ? 
I doubt your heart is fet on pelf 125 
So much, that you neglect yourfelf. 
What I I fuppofe now flocks are high. 
You've fome good purchafe in your eye^ 

Or is your money out at ufe ? 

Truce, good my lord, I beg a truce, 130 

115. Offenftis damnis, media de no£le caballum 
Arripitr iratufque Philippi tendit ad ades. 

111. ^uemfmul afpexit fcabrum intonfumque Pbilippus., 
DuruSi aity Folteiy nimis attentufque viderb 
Effe mihi. 

•< as a JacobitCy and proceeded *• pofed, he was avoided a* « 

*' fo far as to tlirow ibnes and *' peftilence, he was oppofed 

♦♦ dirt at him, as he parted ** as an invader." 
*' through the ftrccts : the chap- Orrery. 

" ter of St. Patrick's thwarted * The lord trcafurer's por- 

*' him in every point ho pro- ter. 

(The 



. EARLOFoxraR'rn * 55 

(The dodpr in a paffion ciy*d,) 
Your raillery is mifapply'd ;. 
Experience- 1 have dearly bought j 
' You know I am not worth a groatl : 
But 'tis a folly to conteft 135- 

When you refolve to have your jeft ; 
Then, lince you now have done your worft, 
pray- leave me where you found me firft *. 

136. ^odte per geniutnydtxtramque, dtofque p^tifitts 
Obfecroy et ob'teftoTy^ vita m reddepiorii 

H O k A C E, L I B. II. S AT. VI, 

Part of it imitated -f. 

I OFTEN wifh'd, that I had clear 
For life fix hundred pounds a year, 
A handfome houle to lodge a friend, 
A. river at my garden's end, 
A terras walk, and half a rood' 5 

Of land fet out to plant a. woodi, 

I. Hoc erat in votis: modus agri tun it a magnus^, 
Hortus ubiy et telio vicinusjugis aqiue fonsy 
Mt paulum filva fuper his foret. 

* In England, where he t This poem was written 

fcems by this poem to folicit about the fame time with, the 

a fettlement in the m9nner pe- preceding, and apparently with 

culiar to hijjtp^f. the 'ihme view. 

E 4^ WeUv 



56 HORACE, LIB. U. SAT. VI. 

Well, now I have all thii, and moity 
I aflc not to increafc my ftorc, 
But {hou'd be perfcdly content, 
Cou'd I but live on this fide Tref/tf la 
Nor crofs the channel twice a year 
To fpcnd fix months vr'xx)^ Jiatefmen here. 

I muft by all means come to town, 
'Tis for the fcrvice of the crown. 
" Lewis J the dean will be of ufe ; 15 
" Send for him up, take no excufe." 
The toil, the danger of the feas, 
Great minifters ne'er think of thefe ; 
Or, let it coft five hundred pound, 
No matter where the money's found •, 2d 
It is but (o much more in debt. 
And that they ne'er confider'd yet. 

" Good mr. dean, go change your gown, 
" Let my lord know you're come to town.** 
I hurry me in hafte away, 25 

Not thinking it is levee-day j 
And find his honour in a pound, 
}lcmm'd by a triple circle round 
(hcquer'd with ribbons blue and green; 
I low fhould I thruft myidi between ? 30 

•/. yluaius atqat 

pit melius ftctre.'— '-- 
(7 Sivn J/iuiio radU terras, feu bruma niv»hm 
J/i:iriirc dim j^yro trahit^ ire neetje ejf. 

i $ome 
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Some wag obferves me thus perplext. 
And fmiling whifpers to the next, 
" I thought the dean had been too proud 
" To juftlc here among a croud." 
Another in a furly fit 35 

Tells me, I have mdre zeal than wit; 
** So eager to exprefs your love, 
** You ne'er conlider whom you fhovc, 
" But rudely prefs before a duke." 
I own, I'm pleas'd with this rebuke, 40 
And take it kindly meant to fhow 
What I defire the world fhould know. 

I get a.whifper^ and withdraw. 
When twenty fools I never faw 
Come with petitions fairly penn*d^ 45 
Defiring I wou'd (land their friend. 

This humbly offers me his cafe -— 
That begs my int'reft for a place — * 
An hundred other men's affairs 
Like bees are humming in my ears. 50 
" To-morrow my appeal comes 00, 
" Without your help the caufe is gone**-— 

^5. ^d vhf infanej, et quas tes agh? improhus urga, 
Iratis precibusy tupuljes omne quod obfiat^ 
jU Mtcanatem memori ft mente recurras. 
Hoc jwvaty et melli eft, non mentiar. — '«» 

^4. AHena negotia centum 

Per cafut et drca/aUunt ktufi 

The 
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The duke expeds my lord and you 

About fome great a^r at two— 

" Tut my lord Bo/i/fg^roie in xrand 55- 

** To get my warrant quickly fign'd : 

" Confider, 'tis my firft requeft." — 

Be fatisfyM, I'll do my beft : — 

Then prefently he falls to teize, 

" You may for certain, if you pleafe; 60 

" I doubt not, if his lordfliip knew — 

** Andy m.T. dean, one word from you*' — r 

'Tis (let me fee) three years and more 
(OEiober next it will be four) 
Since Harley bid me firft attend, 65 

And chofe me for an humble friend; 
Wou'd take me in his coach to chat,. 
And queftion me of this and that ; 
As, " What's o'clock?" andj " how's 

the wind? 
" Whofe chariot's that we left behind?'* 70 
Or gravely try to read the lines 
Writ underneath the country ^/rx ; 
Or, ** have you nothing new to-day 
" From Pope, from Par ml, or from Gayf^* 

CO. Si z-!s, poles, addit et injiat.. 

63. Septimus oSarjo propior jam fiigerit annus. 
Ex quo Mec^tfias me capit habere fuorum 
In manerc -, dtmtaxat ad bee, quern toUere rbedd 
Vellci iisr fad ens, ct cui ccncredere tatgas. 

Such 
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Such tattle often entertains '75 

My lord and me as far as Statm, 

As once a week we travel down 

To Windfer, and again to town, 

Where all that pai]fes inter nos 

Might be proclaim'd at Charing-crofs.^o 

Yet fome I know with envy Iwell, 
Becaufe they fee me us'd fo well : 
** How think you of our friend ^tdeanf 
** I wonder what fome people mean ; 
** My lord and he are grown fo great, 8^ 
" Always together, tete d tete — 
.<* What, they admire him for his jokes — ■ 
" See but the fortune of fome folks ! " 
There flies about a ftrange report 
Of fome exprefs arriv'd at court, 90 

I'm ftopp'd by all the fools I meet, 
And catechis'd in ev'ry ftreet. 
** You, mr. dean^ frequent the great ; 
** Inform us, will the emfror treat? 
" Or, do the prints and papers lye ?" 95 
Faith, fir, you know as much as I. 
" Ah I dodior, how you love tojefti 
** 'Tis now no fecret" — I proteft 

81. -T — SuhjtSior in diem et boram 

Ittvidide. 
J9. Frigid a roftris manat per compita rumor ; 

^icmque ehvius eji^ me confulit. 
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'Tis one to me. — " Then tell us, piay> 
" When are the troops to have their 
pay?'* 100 

And though I folemnly declare 
I know no more than my lord-ma^ory 
They fland amaz'd, and think me grown 
The doiefl mortal ever known. 

Thus in a fea of folly toTs'd 105 

My choiceft hours of life are loft ; 
Yet alwavs wifhing to retreat, 
Oh, could I (ee my country-feat \ 
There leaning near a gentle bnx^. 
Sleep, or perufe (bme ancient book ! no 
And there in fwe^t oblivion drown 
Thofe cares that haunt the court and town t 



loi. Jurantem me fare mbil, miraii/ur, ui 
Scilicet egregii mortalem altipte fioM. 

108. O rus-t quaub ego te Mjjfinam, f ua eim ^ BetUt 
Nmu veterttm liMs^ mmcfommt et mrtiiui ktHs 
Ducere foBciUe jucmda okSvia vitit f 
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« T H E 
H A P ^ Y LIFE 

OF A 

COUNTRY PARSON. 

hi Imitation ?/* M A R T I A L. 

PARSON, thefe things in thy poffefTing 
Are better than the bifliop's blefling. 
A imfe that makes conferves ; a Jieed 
That carries double when there's need ; 
OBober ftorc, and beft Virgima^ 
Tythe-pigt and mortuary guinea ; 
. Gazettes fent gratis down, and frank'd. 
For whicl^ thy patrwi's weekly thank'd; 
A large concordance, bound long fince ; 
Sermons to Charles rfie firft, when prince ; 
A chronicle of ancient ftanding ; 
K-Cktyfoftotft to finooth thy band in ; 
The Poiygiotty — three parts, — my text, — 
Howheity — likewife — now to my next, — 
Lo here the Septtrngint, — and Paul, — 
To fum the whole y — the ckje of all. 

He diat has thefe, may pafs his life. 
Drink with the 'Iquire, and kifs his wife ^ 
On Sundays preach, and eat his fill 3; 
And faft on Fridays — if he will ; 

Toaft 
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Toaft church and queen, explain the news, 
Talk with church-wardens about pews, 
Pray heartily for fbme new gift, 
And fhake his head at dpdor Swift, 

* A 
TALE OF CHAUCER,- 

hately found in an Old Manufcript. 

WOMEN, though nat fans leacherie, 
Ne fwinken but with fecrecie : 
This in our tale is plain y-fond, 
Of clerk that wonneth in Irelond'^ 
Which to the fennes hath him betake 
To filch the gray ducke fro the lakcii.,. ... 
Right then there paflen by the way - . 
His aunt, and eke her daughters tway: . 
Ducke in his trowzes hath he hentj, : ' 
Not to be fpied of ladies gent. . • ..'-,. 
" But ho! our nephew, (crieth one,) ! 
" Ho I quoth another, couzen John ;" • 
And ftoppen, and lough, and callen out,— 
This fely clerk full low doth lout. ; 

They afken that, and talken this, 
" Lo here is co%^ and here is mifs** ', • 

JBut, 
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But, as he gloz'd with fpeeches foote, 
The ducke fore tickleth his erfe roote t 
Fore-piece and buttons all to-breft, 
Forth thruft a white neck and red creft. 
Te-he, cry'd ladies ; clerke nought fpake ; 
Mifs ftar'd ; and gray ducke crieth quaake. 
" O moder, moder, (quoth the daughter) 
" Be thilke fame thing maids longen a'ter ? 
" Bette is to pyne on coals and chalke, 
** Thentruftonmon, whofeyerde can talke. 

* THE ALLEY. 

An Imitation of SPENCER, 

I. 

IN ev'ry town where Thamis rolls his tide 
A narrow pafs there is, with houfes low; 
Where ever and anon the ftream is ey'd. 
And many a boat foft Aiding to and fro : 
There oft' are heard the notes of infant woe. 
The fhort thick fob, loud fcream, and fliriller 
fquall : 
How can ye, mothers, vex your children fo ? 
Some play, fome eat, fome cack againfl the 

wall. 
And, as they crouchen low, for bread and 
butter call. 
2 . U. ^xv'i 
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U. 

Andontlie broken pavement hereand there 

Doth many a (linking fprat and herring lie ; 
A brandy and tobacco-fhop is near, 

And hens, and dogs, and hogs, are^ding 
by; 

And here a Tailor's jacket hangs to dry ; 
At ev'ry door are fun-burnt matrons ieen. 

Mending old nets to catch the fcaly fry ; 
Nowfinging{hrill,andfcoldingoft between; 

Scolds anfwer foul-mouth'd fcolds ; bad 
neighbourhood, I ween. 

in. 

The fnappifh cur (the paflengers annoy) 
Clofe at my heel with yelping treble flies ; 
The whimp'ring girl and hoarlcr-fcreaming 

boy 
Join to the yelping treble fhrilKng cries; 
The fcolding quean to louder notes doth 
rife, t 

And her full pipes thofe fhrilling cries con* 
found ; 
To her full pipes the grunting Jiog replies ; 
The grunting hogs alarm the neighbours 
round. 
And curs, girls, boys, and fcolds, in the 
deep bafe are drown'd, IV. 
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IV. 

Hard by a fty, beneath a roof of thatch, 
Dwelt Obloquy^ who in her early days 
Bafkets of fifh at Billingfgate did watch, 
Cod, whiting, oyfter, mackrel, Iprat, or 

plaice : 
There learn'dfhe fpeech from tongues that 
never ceafe. 
Slander bdfide her, like a magpye chatters. 
With Envy (fpitting cat) dread foe to peace ; 
Likeacurs'd cur. Malice before her clatters, 
And, vexing cv'ry wight, tears cloaths and 
all to tatters. 

V. 

Her dugswere mark'd by ev'ry collier's hand. 
Her mouth was bkck as bull-dogs at the 
ftall: 
She fcratched, bit, and fpar^d rte lace ne 
band ; 
And bitch and rogue her anfwer was to all ; 
Nay, e'en the parts of fliame by name 
wou'd call. 
Wheu4'er (he pafled by a lane or nook, 
Wou'd greet the man who turn'd him to 
the wall. 
And by his hand obfcene the porter took, 
Nor ever did alkance like modeft virgin look; 

F VL SucK 
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VI. 

Such place hath Deptfordy navy-building 

town; 

Woolwich and Wappingy fmelling ftrong 

of pitch : 

SuchZ/j/«^^/^,envy of each band and gown ; 

And TwicKnaffi fuch, which fairer fcenes 

enrich, 
Grots, fldtues, urns, and Jo—n\ dog and 
bitch: 
Ne village is without, on either fide, 

All up the filver Thames, or all a-down; 
Ne Richmond's, felf, from whofe tall fi-ont are 

ey'd 
Vales, fpires, meandring dreams, and 
Windfor% tow'ry pride. ' 

* THE capon's tale, 

To a Lady who father'd her Lampoons upon her 
Acquaintance. 

IN Torkpire dwelt a fober yeoman, 
Whofe wife, a clean, pains-taking wo- 
man. 
Fed niun'rous poultry in her pens, 
And faw her cocks well ferve her hens. 
I A hen 
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A hen flie had, whofe tuneful clocks 
t)r€W after her a train of cocks ; 
With eyes fo piercing, vet fo pleafartt, 
You wou'd have fwom this hen a pheafant. 
All the plum'd bzau-monde round her ga- 
thers ; 
Lord I what a bruftling up of feathers ! 
Morning from noon there was no knowing, 
There was luch fluttering, chuckling, crow- 

Each forward bird muft thruft his head in, 
And not a cock but wou'd be treading. 

Yet tender was this hen fo fair, 
And hatch'd more chicks than (he could rear. 

Our prudent dame bethought her then 
Of fome dry-nurfe to fave her hen : 
She made a capon drunk ; in fine 
He eat the fopps^ fhe fipp'd the wine ; 
His rump well pluck'd with nettles flings, 
And claps the brood beneath his wings. 

The feather'd dupe awakes content, 
O'erjoy'd to fee what God had fent ; 
Thinks he's the hen, clocks, keeps a pother, 
A foolifh fofter-father-mother. 

Such, lady Mary^ are your tricks ; 
But fince you hatch, pray own yourchicks; 
You fhou'd be better fkill'd in nocks, 
Nor like your capons ferre your cocks. 



VERSES 

Written in a Lad/s Ivory Table-Book. 

PERUSE my leaves through ev'ry part, 
And think thou fee'ft my owner's heart, 
Scraw^rd o'er w^ith trifles thus, and quite 
As hard, as fenfelefs, and as light ; 
Expos'd to ev'ry coxcomb's eyes, 
But hid with caution from the wife. 
Here you may read, dear charming faint ; 
Beneath, a new receipt for paint : 
Here in beau-fpelling, tru tel deth ; 
There in her o\vn, far an el breth : 
Here, /ovefy nymph, pronounce my doom : 
There, a fafe way to ufe perfume : 
Here a page fiU'd with billet-doux ; 
On t'other fide, laid out for Jboes ; 
Madam, I die without your grace ; 
Item, for half a yard of lace. 
Who that had wit wou'd place it here 
For ev'ry peeping fop to jeer ? 
In pow'r of fpittle, and a clout, 
Whene'er he pleafe, to blot it out ; 
And then, to heighten the difgrace, 
Clap liis own nonfenfe in the place. 
Whoe'er expeds to hold his part 
Tn fuch a book, and fuch a heart, 

I If 
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If lie be wealthy, and a fool, 
Is in all points the fitted tool ; 
Of whom it may be juftly faid, 
He's a gold pencil tipp'd with lead. 

MRS. HARRIS'S PETITION. . 

* a 

Written in the Tear 1701. 

To their Excellencies the Lords Juftices 
of Ireland *, 

The humble petition o/* Frances Harris, 

Who mti/i JiarvCy and die a maid, if it mifcarries^ 

Humbly Jheweth^ 

That I went to warm myfelf in lady 

Betty % f chamber, becaufe I was cold. 
And I had in a purfe fevcn pound, four 

/hillings, and fix pence, befides farthings, 

in money and gold ; 
So, becaufe I had been buying things for 

my lady laft night, 
I was refolv'd to tell my money, to fee if 

it was right. 

* Earl of Berkeleyy and carl of Galway, 
t Lady Betty Berkeley. 

F 3 Now 
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Now you muft know, becaufe my trunks 

has a very bad lock, 
Therefore all the money I have, which, 

God knows, is a very fhiall flock, 
I keep in my pocket, ty'd about my mid- 
dle, next to my fmock. 
So, when I went to put up my puHe, asGod 

would have it, my fmock was unript. 
And, inftead of putting it into my pocket, 

down it flipt : 
Then the bell rung, and I went down to 

put my lady to bed; 
And, God knows, I thought my money 

was as fafe as my maidenhead. 
So, when I came up again, I found my 

pocket feel very light : 
But when I fearch'd, and mifs'd my purfe, 
Lord! I thought I Ihou'd have funk 
outright. 
Lord! madam ^ fays Mary^ how d'ye do? 

indeed, fays I, never worfe : 
But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have 

done with my purfe ? 
Lord help me ! faid Mary, I never ftirr*d 

out of this place : 
Nay, faid I, I had it in lady Bettys cham- 
ber, that's a plain cafe. 

So 
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So Mary got me to bed, and cover'd me up 

warm : 
However, fhe ftole away my garters, that I 

might do myfelf no harm. 
So I tumbled and tofs'd all night, as you may 

very well think. 
But hatdly ever fet my eyes together, or 

flept a wink. 
So I was a-dream'd, methought, that we 

went and fearch'd the folks round. 
And in a corner of mrs. Dukes s box ty'd 

in a rag the money was found. 
So next morning we told Whittle *, and 

he fell a fwearing : 
Then my dame Wadgarf came; and fhe, 

you know, is thick of hearing : 
Dame^ faid I, as loud as I could bawl, do 

' you know what a lofs I have had ? 
Nay,, faid fhe, my lord % Colways folks are 

all very fad; 
For my lord § Dromedary comes a Tuefday 

without fail. 
Pugh ! faid I, but that's not the bus'nefs 

that I ail. 



• Earl of Brrkele/s valet, § Drogheda^ who with the 

\ The old deaf houfe- primate was to fuccccd the two 

keeper. earls. 
X Galway. 



F 4 ^•a:^^^ 
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Says Gary *, fays he, I have been a fervant' 
this five and TA^enty years, come fpring, 

And in all the places I liv'd I never heard 
of fuch a thing. 

Yes, fays the Jieward^ I remember, when I 
was at my lady Bhremoibury^ 

Such a thing as this happened juft about 
the time oi goosberries. 

So I went to the party fufpecfted, and I 
found her full of grief, 

(Now you muft know, of all things in the 
world, I hate a thitf ) 

However, I was refolv'd to bring the dif- 
courfc flily about : 

Mrs. Duhi f , faid I, here's an ugly acci- 
dent has happcn'd out : 

'Tis not that I value the money three flcip* 
of a loufe % ; 

But the thing I ftand upon is the credit 
of the houfe. 

'Tis true, fcven poimds, four fhillings, and 
fix pence, makes a great hole in my 
wages : 

Be{klcs, as they fay, fervice is no inheri- 
tance in thefe ages, 

* Clerk of the kitchen. ) An uAial faying of hfrs, 

t A fcrvant, wife to one of 
the footmen. MoW 
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Now, mrs. Dukes y you know, and every 

body underftands. 
That though 'tis hard to judge, yet money 

can't go without hands. 
The devil take nae, faid {he, (ble/Hngher-. 

felf) if ever I faw't ! - 

So ihe roar'd like a Bedlam^ as though I 

had call'd her all to naught. 
So you know, what cou'd I fay to her any 

more? 
I e'en left her, and came away as wife as 

I was before. 
Well ; but then they would have had me 

gone to the cunning man: 
No, faid I, 'tis the fame thing, the chaplain 

will be here anon. 
So the chaplain * came in. Now the fer- 

vants fay he is my fweetheart, 
Becaule he's always in my chamber, and I 

always take his part. 
So, as the devil would have it, before I 

was aware, out I blunder'd, 
Parfon^ faid I, can you caft a nativity^ 

when a body's plunder'd ? 
(Now you muft know, he hates to be 

call'd parfon like the devil) 
Truly, fays he, mrs. Nab^ it might become 

you to be more civil : 
♦ Tbc author. 



74 MRS. HARRIS'S PETITION. 

If your money be gone, as a learned di- 
vine fays, d'ye fcc, 
You are no text for my handling ; fo take 

that from me : 
I was never taken for a conjurer before, I'd 

have you to know. 
Lord I iaid I, don't be angry, I am fure I 

never thought you fo ; 
You know, I honour the cloth ; I dcfign to 

be a par/on s wife ; 
I never took one in your coat for a conjurer 

in all my Hfe. 
With that, he twifted his girdle at me like 

a rope, as who fhould fay. 
Now you may go hang yourfelf for me, 

and fo went away. 
Well : I thought I fhould have (wopn'd. 

Lord! faid I, what fliall I do? 
I have loft my money, and fhall lofe my 

true love too. 
Then my lord call'd me : Harry *, faid 

my lord, don't cry, 
I'll give you fomething towards thy lofs ; 

and fays my lady, fo will I. 
Oh ! but, faid I, what if, after all, my 

chaplain won't come to f 
For that, he faid, (an't pleafe your excel- 
lencies^ I muft petition you. 

• A cant word of my lord and ladv to mrs. Harris. 

The 
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The premifcs tenderly confider'd, I defirc 
your excellencies protedlion, 

And that I may have a (hare in next Sun- 
days coUedion ; 

And, over and above, that I may have your 
excellencies letter, 

With an order for the chaplain aforefaid, 
or, iiiftead of him, a better : 

And then your poor petitioner both night 
and day. 

Or the chaplain^ (for 'tis his trade) as in 
duty bound, fhall ever pray. 



Lady 



Lrady Betty Berkeley, finding in the authors 
roomfome verjes * unfinifiedy underwrit 
a ftanza of her own with raillery upon 
him, which gave occafion to this Balku^ 
written by the author in a counterfeit 
handy as if a third perf on had done it. 

Written in the Tear 1703. 

To the tune of T!be Cutpurfe, 

I. 

ON CE on a time, as old ftories rehearfe, 
A friar would needs flicw his talent 
in Latin ; 
But was forely put to't in the midft of a verfe, 
Becaufe he could find no word to come 
pat in : 

Then all in the place 
He left a void fpace, 
And fo went to bed in a defperate cafe: 
When behold the next morning a won- 
derful riddle I 
He found it was ftrangely fiU'd up in the 
middle. 
Chorus. Let cenfuring criticks then think 
what they lifi ont ; 
Who woud not write verfes with 
fuch a7t ajftflant f 

* Thefe vcrfcs arc called J and may be found among the 
ballad on the game of traffic, pollhumous poetry. Vol. v II. 
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IL 

This put me the friar into an amazement : 
For he wifely confider'd it muft be a fprite, 
That came through the key-hole, or in at 
the cafement ; 
And it needs muft be one that could 
both read and write: 
Yet he did not know 
If it were friend or foe, 
Or whether it came from above or below: 
Howe'er, it wai civil in angel or elf, 
For he ne'er could have fill'd it fo well of 
himfelf. 

Cho. Let cenfuring^ etc. 

in. 

Even fo mafter dodor had puzzled his brains 

In making a ballad, but was at a ftand : 

He h^d mix'd little wit with a great deal 

of pains ; 

When he found a new help from invi- 

iiblc hand. 

Then good doftor Swift^ 
Pay thanks for the gift. 
For you freely muft osifVi. you were at a 
dead lift : 

And 
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And, though (omc malicious young Tpirit 

did do't, 
You may know by tlic liand it had no 

cloven foot. 

Cho. Lef cenfuringy etc. " 

VANBRUG H's HOUSE, 

Built from the ruins of Whitehall that was burnt. 

IN times of <?/(/, when Xxmcv/^% young. 
And poets their own vcrfes Tung, 
A verfc could draw a ftone or beam, 
I'liat now would over-load a team ; 
Lead them a dance of many a mile, 
'i'hcu rear them to a gcxxlly pile, 
luich number had its dift'rent pow'r : 
Hcroick (trains could build u tow'r ; 
Sonnets, or elegies to Chloris, 
Might raife a houfe about two ftorics ; 
A lyrick ode wou'd flate j a catch 
Wou'd lilc ; an epigram wou'd thatch. 

But, to their own, or landlord's coft. 
Now poets feel this art is loft. 
Not one of all our tuneful throng 
Can raife a lodging for a fong : 
I'or Jovti confider'd well the cafe, 
Obft;i'v'd they grew a nuni'rous race j 

And, 
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, And fliou'd they build as faft as write, 
'Twould ruin undertakers quite. 
This evil therefore to prevent, 
He wifely chang'd their element : 
On earth the God of wealth was made 
Sole patron of the building trade ; 
Leaving the wits the fpacious air, 
With licence to build cafiles there : 
And 'tis conceiv'd, their old pretence 
To lodge in garrets comes from thence. 

Premiiing thus, in modern way, 
The better half we have to fay. 
Sing, mufe, the houfe of poet Van 
In higher ftrains than we began. 

Van (for 'tis fit the reader know it,) 
Is both a herald and a poet ; 
No wonder then if nicely flcill'd 
In both capacities to build. 
As herald, he can in a day 
Repair a houfe * gone to decay j 
Or by atchievementy arms, device, 
Ered a new one in a trice : 
And as a poet, he has (kill 
To build in fpeculation flill. 
Great jfove I he cry'd, the art reftore 
To build by verfe as heretofore, 

* Houfe, Family. 

And 
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And make my muic the architcd ; 
What palaces fhall we crcd 1 
No longer /hall forfakcn Thatmi 
Lament his old JVhitehall in flames ; 
A pile fhall from its aihcs rife. 
Fit to invade or prop the fkics. 

*Jove fmird, and like a gentle God^ 
Confcnting with the ufual nod, 
Told Varty he knew his talent beft, 
And left the choice to his own breaft. 
So Van refolv'd to write a farce ; 
But, well perceiving wit was fcarce, 
With cunning that defed fupplies ; 
Takes a French play as lawful prize ; 
Steals thence his plot and ev'ry joke, 
Not once f'nr|x:cting Jove vfo\\ A fmoke ', 
And (like a wag) fat down to write, 
Woii'd whifper to himfelf, a bite. 
Then from the motly, mingled ftyle 
Proceeded to credt his pile. 
So men of oUl, to gnin renown, did 
fJuild BahelWwh their tongues confounded. 
Jwe faw tlie elieat, but thought it beft 
'IV) turn the matter to a jeft : 
W)wn from Olympus* top he flidcs, 
Laughing as if he'd burft his (ides : 
Ay, thoiiglit the God, arc thefe your tricks? 
Wliy then old plays defervc old bricks ; 

And 
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And, fince you're fparing of your ftufF, 
Your building fhall be fmall enough. 
He fpake, and gmdging lent his aid , 
Th' experienc'd bricks that knew their 

trade, 
(As being bricks at fecond hand,) 
Now move, and now in order ftand. 

The building, as the poet writ, 
Rofe in proportion to his wit : 
And firft the prologue built a wall 
So wide as to encompafs all. 
The fcene a wood, produced no more 
Than a few fcrubby trees before. 
The plot as yet lay deep ; and fo 
A cellar next was dug below : 
But this a work fo hard was found, 
Two a<9:s it coft him under ground. 
Two other ads we may prefume 
Were fpent in building each a room ; 
Thus far advanc'd^ he made a ftiift 
To riife a roof with ad the fifth. 
The epilogue behind did frame 
A place not decent her^ to name. 

Now poets from all quarters ran 
To fee the houfe of brother F'an, 
Look'd high and low, walk'd often round; 
But no fuch houfe was to be found : 

G One 
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One aiks the watermen hard by, 
JFkere nurf the pcet^s fclace Ik ^ 
Another of the Thames enquires. 
If he has (een its gilded fpires ? 
At length they in the rubbiih Ipy 
A thing refembling a goofe-pye. 
Thither in hafte the poets throng, 
Ar.d ga2:e in liient wonder long, 
'I'lil one in raptures thus began 
To praife the pile and builder f^an* 

Thrice happy poet ! who may*ft trail 
Thy houfe about thee like a Jnail ; 
Or, hamefs'd to a nag, at eale 
Take joumies in it like a chaife ; 
Or in a boat, whene'er thou wilt. 
Can ft make it ferve.thee for a tilt. 
Capacious houfe ! 'tis own'd by all, 
Thou'rt well contriv'd, though thou art 

fmall : 
For ev'ry wit in Britain s iflc 
May lodge witliin tliy fpacious pile. 
Like Bacchus thou, as poets feign. 
Thy mother burnt, art born again, 
Born like a Phoenix from the flame j 
But neither hulk nor fljape the fame : 
As aiumals of largeft fize 
Corrupt to maggots, worms, and ites ; 

Atype 
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A type of modern wit and ftyle, 
'TTie rubbijh of an ahcknt pile : 
So chymijls boaft they have . a powV 
From the dead aflics of Jt ilow'r 
Some faint refemblance to produce, 
But not the virtue, tafte, or juice : 
So modern rhymers wifely blaft 
The poetry of ages paft ; 
Which after they have overthrown. 
They from its ruins build their own* 

THE HISTORY OF VANBRUGH^s 
HOUSE. 

WHEN mother CW had rofe from 
play, 
And call'd to take the cards away, 
Van faw, but feem'd not to regard, 
How mifs pick'd ev'ry painted cafd, 
And, bufy both with hand and eye. 
Soon rear'd a houfe two ftories high. 
Van% geniusy without thought or ledurc. 
Is hugely turn'd to architeSiure : 
He view'd the edifice, and fmil'd, 
Vow'd it was pretty for a child : 
It was fo perfe<ft in its kind. 
He kept the model in his mind. 

G 2 But 
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But, when he found the boys at play, 
And law them dabling in their clay, 
He flood behind a ftall to lurk. 
And mark the progrefs of their work ; 
With true delight obferv'd them all 
Raking up mud to build a wall. 
The plan he much admir'd, and took 
The model in his table-book ; 
Thought himfelf now cxadly ikiird, 
And fo refolv'd a houfe to build ; 
A real houfe ^ and rooms., ^nAJlairs^ 
Five times at leaft as big as theirs ; 
Taller than mifs\ by two yards; 
Not a fham thing of clay or cards : 
And fo he did ; for in a while 
He built up' fuch a monftrous pile. 
That no two chairmen could be found 
Able to lift it from the ground. 
Still at Whitehall it ftands in view, 
Juft in the place where firft it grew : 
There all the little fchool-boys run, 
Envying to fee tliemfelves out done. 

From fucli deep rudiments as thcfe, 
Van is become by due degrees 
For building fam'd, and juftly rcckoh'd 
At court Vitruvius thtfecond : 
No wonder, fince wife authors fhow 
That hejl foundations rauft be Ivw : 

And 
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And now the duke * has wifely ta'en him 

To be his architeSi at Blenheim, 

But, raillery for once a'-part, 

If this rule holds in ev'ry art ; 

Or if his grace were no more {kill'd in 

The art of batt'ring walls than buildihg, 

We might exped to fee next year 

A moufe-trap man chief engineer. 

THE 
VIRTUES OF SID HAMET 

THE 
MAGICIAN'S ROD f. 

Written in lyiz. 

THE rodw?^ but a harmlefs wand, 
While Mofes held it in his hand ; 
But, foon as e'er he laid it down, 
'Twas a devouring ferpent grown. 

Our great magician, Hamet Sidy 
Reverfes what the prophet did : 
His rod was honeft Englijh wood. 
That fenfelefs in a corner ftood, 

• The duke of Marlho- Godolphin, which^ on the 29th 

riugh.' oi May 171 1, was given to 

t The ftafF of lord trcafurcr Robert Harley^ carl of Oxford. 

G 3 Till, 
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Till, mctamcwphos'd by his grafp, 
It grew an all--devouring afp ; 
Wou'd hifs, and fling, and roll, and twift^ 
By the mere virtue of his fift ; 
But, when he laid it dowtty as quick 
Refum'd the figure of a ftick. 

So to her midnight feaft the hag 
Rides on a broomftick for a nag, 
That, raised by magick of her breech, 
0*er fea and land conveys the w^itch ; 
But with the morning dawn refumes 
The peaceful ftate of common brooms. 

They tell us fomething ftrange and odd 
About a certain magick rod^ 
That, bending down its top, divines 
Whene'er the foil has golden mines * ; 
Where there are none, it (lands crcd, 
Scorning to {hew the leaft refped : 
As ready was the wand of Sid 
To bend where golden mines were hid \ 
In Scotijh hills found precious ore f. 
Where none e'er look'd for it before j 

* The virgula divina, or di- pofition is faid to be ittraSt- 

vinlng-rod, is defcribed to be a cd by minerals and feiingi, 

forked branch of a hazel or fo as by a forcible inclination 

\villow, two feet and an half to direct where they are to be 

long : it is to be held in the found. 

fMlms of the hands with the f Suppofed to alltide to the 

ingle end elevated about union of the two kingdoms, 
eighty degrees) and in this 

And 
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And by 3. gentle bow divin'd 
Hoiw well a cully % purfe was lin'd ; 
To a forlorn aiid broken rake^ 
Stood without motion, like a flake. 

The rod of Hermes was renown'd 
For charms above and under ground ; 
To fleep could mortal eye-lids fix, 
And drive departed fouls to Styx. 
That rod was juft a type of Sid\y 
Which o'er a Britijh fenate's lids 
Could fcatter opium full as well, 
And drive as many fouls to hell. 

Sid's rod was flender, white, and tall, 
Which oft he us'd to fjb withal j 
A plai/e was faften'd to the hook^ 
And many fcore of gudgeons took : 
Yet ftill fo happy was his fate. 
He caught his^^, and fav'd his l^ait, 

Sid's brethren of the conj'ring tribe 
A circle with their rod defcribe. 
Which proves a magical redoubt 
To keep mifchievous fpirits out. 
Sid'^ rod was of a larger ftride> 
And made a circle thrice as wide, 
VfhsTC fpirit^ throng'd with hideous din, 
And he flood there to take them in : 
But, when th* enchanted rod was brohy 
They vanifh'd in a flinking fmoke. 

G 4 4cU\U^ 
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Achilles fcepter was of wcxxl. 
Like Sid'^ but nothing near fo good \ 
That down from anccftors divine 
Tranfmitted to the hero's line, 
Thence, thro' a long defcent of kings, 
Cahie an heir-loom, as Homer ilngs. 
Though this defcription looks fo big, 
Thsitfceptre was a faplefs twig. 
Which from the fatal day, when firft 
It left the foreft where 'twas nurs'd, 
As Homer tells us o'er and o'er. 
Nor leaf, nor fruit, nor bloflbm bore. 
Sid'^ fceptre, full of juice, did £|ioot 
In golden boughs, and golden fruit ; 
And he, the dragon^ never lleeping. 
Guarded each fair Hefperian pippin. 
No hobby-horfe^ with gorgeous top, 
The deareft in Charles Mather % mop *, 
Or glitt'ring tinfel of May-fairy 
Could with this rod of Sid compar^. 

Dear Sid^ then why wer't thou fo mad 
To break thy ;W like naughty lad ? 
You fhou'd have kifs'd it in your diftrefs, 
And then return'd it Xoyour mijlrefs ; 
Qr made it a Neisomarket fwitch. 
And not a rod for thy own breech. 
But, fmcc old Sid has broken this, 
His next may be a rod in pifs. 

* An eminent tovmarv \i\ Flect-ftrett. 

K "W Ik ^. 
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O R, T H E 
MINISTER OF STATE. 

TO THE 

LORD TREASURER OXFORD. 

ATLAS, we read in ancient fong, 
Was (o exceeding tall and ftrong, 
He bore the fkies upon his back, 
Juft as a pedlar does his pack ; 
But, as a pedlar overprefs d 
Unloads upon a ftall to reft, 
Or, when he can no longer ftand, 
Defu-es a friend to lend a hand; 
So Atlas^ left the pond'rous Ipheres 
Shou'd fink, and fall about his ears, 
Got Hercules to bear the pile. 
That he might fit arid reft a while. 

Yet Hercules was not fo ftrong. 
Nor could have borne it half fo long. 

Great ftatefmen are in this condition ; 
And Atlas is a politician, 
A premier minifter of ftate ; 
Alcides one of fecond rate. 
Suppofe then Atlas ne'er {b wife, 
Yet, when the weight of kingdoms lies 
Too long upon his fingle ftioulders, 
Sink down he muft, or find w^hddvri. 



T HE 

DESCRIPTION 

O F A 

SALAMANDER, 

Put of Pliny> Natural Hiftorv, Lit. lo. C. 67. 
and Lib. 29. C. 4. 

AS maftiif dogs in modern phrafe are 
Caird Pompeyy Scipio, and Cte/ar 5 
As pyes and daws are often flil'd 
With chriftian nick-names like a child j^ 
As we fay tnonfieur to an «^, 
Without ofFence to human ihape ; 
So men have got from bird and brute 
Names that would beft their natures fiiit. 
The lion^ eagle^ fox, and boar^ 
Were heroes titles heretofore, 
Beftow'd as hi'roglyphicks fit 
To ihew their valpur, ftrength, at wit : 
For what is underftood by fapte, 
Beiides the getting of a name f 
But, e*er fince men invented guns, 
A difFVent way their fancy runs : 
To paint a hero, we enquire 
For fomething; that will conquer /r^. 

W011I4 
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Would yovLdeknheTur^nne * or Trump f f 
Think of a bucket or a pump. 
Are thefe too low ?~thcn find out grander. 
Call ipy lord Cuts z. falamanderX' 
'Tis well ; — but flnce we live amolig 
Detradors with an evil tongue, 
Who may objeA againft the term, 
Pliny fhall prove what we affirm ; 
Pliny fliall prov^, and we'll apply, 
And I'll be judg'd by ilanders-by. 

Firft, then, our author has defin'd 
This reptile of the ferpent kind. 
With gaudy coat, and fhinjng train ; 
But loathfome fpots his body ftain : 
Out from fome hole obfcure he flies, 
When rains defcend, and tempefts rifej 
Till the fun clears the air ; and then 
Crawls back negleded to his den. 

So, when the war has rais'd a ftorm,, 
I've feen a fnake in human form, 

* The famow marefihal Tu- vived an engageincnt in which 

rftuuy general of the Frtath he ftood «n inceflant &v for 

forces, fatd to have been the manyhours. He is faid frequ«n&> 

gfeateft Qoqjuiander of ^e age. ly to have lamented himfelf in 

t Van Trumpy admiral of thefe terow, "G—d d—n mjt 

the States General in their laft ** bl— d, I'm the moft unlucky, 

war with England eminent for " dog u^on earth; for I never 

his courage and his vi3ories. " ei^aged an enemy without 

X Lonl Cuts. Salamantkr " b«ng wounded, nor a whore, 

waa %.miQe given him by his ** without being p—x'd." 



(jatteren, ypon bis having fur- 
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All ftain'd with infamy and vice. 
Leap from the dimghill in a trice, 
Burniih, and make a gaudy fhow. 
Become a gen'ral, peer, and beau, 
Till peace hath made the fky ferene ; 
Then fhrink into its hole again. 

y^// this we grant — why then lookyondery 
Sure that mufi be a falamander I 

Farther, we are by Pliny told, 
Thi'& ferpent is extremely cold ; 
So cold, that, put it in the fire, 
'Twill make the very flames expire : 
Befides, it Ipews a filthy froth 
(Whether thro' rage, or love, or both,) 
Of matter purulent and white, 
Which happening on the (kin to light, 
And there corrupting to a wound. 
Spreads leprofy and baldnefs round. 

So have I feen a batter'd beau. 
By age and claps grown cold as fiiow, 
Whofe breath or touch, where-e'er he came. 
Blew out love's'torch, or chill'd the flame: 
And fliou'd fome nymph who ne'er was 

cruel, 
Like Charletm cheap, or fam'd Du-Ruely 

Receive 
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Receive the filth which he ejeds, 
She foon wou'd find the fame effeds 
Her tainted carcafs to purfue, 
As firom the falamander% Ipue ; 
A difmal fhedding of her locks, 
And, if no leprofy, a pox. 

Then Til appeal to each by-fiandery 
If this he not a Salamander ? 

♦ THE 

ELEPHANTj 

O R, 

THE PARLIAMENT-MAN: 

Written many Years fince. 
Taken from Coke\ Inftitutes. 

E'RE bribes convince you whom to 
chufe. 
The precepts of lord Coke perufe: 
Obferve an elephant ^ fays he, 
And let like him your member be : 
Firit, take a man that's free {rom gall i 
For elephants have none at all : 
In flocks or parties he muft keep ; 

For elephants live juft like fhcep : 

Stubborn 
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Stubborn in honour he muft be ; 
For elephants neer bend the knee : 
Laft, let his memory be foirndy 
In which your elephant's profound. 
That old examples from the wife 
May prompt him in his No's and I'si 

Thus the lord Coke hath gravely writ, 
In all the form of lawyers wit ; 
And then With Latiny and all that, 
Shews the comparifon is pat. 

Yet in fome points my lord is wrOng: 
One's teeth are fold, andt'other's tongue: 
Now men of parliament, God knowsf, 
Are more like elephants of pows, 
Whofe docile memory and fenfe 
Are turn'd to trick, to gather pence. 
To get their mafler half a crown. 
They fpread their flag, or lay it down i 
Thofe who bore bulwarks on their backs^ 
And guarded ilations from attacks, 
Now pradife ev'ry pliant gefture, 
Op'ning their trunk for ev'ry teftcr* 
Siamy for elephants fo fam'd. 
Is not with England to be nam'd ; 
Their elephants by men are fold ; 
Ours Jell themfelves, and take tho gold. 

A N 
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Suppofed Death of PARTRIGDE, the 

Ahiianack-Maker *. 

WELL; 'tis as Bkkerjlaff has guels'd, 
Though we all took it for a jeft ; 
Partridge is dead ; nay more, he dy'd ; 
E're he could prove the good Yquire ly'd,. 
Strange, an aftrologer fliou'd die 
Without one wonder in the fky \ 
Not one of all his crony ftars 
To pay their duty at his herfe ! 
No meteor, no eclipfe appear'd I 
No comet with a flaming beard I 
The fun has role, and gone to bed, 
Juft as if Partridge were not dead ; 
Nor hid himfelf behind the moon 
To make a dreadful night at noon. 
He at fit periods walks through Aries^ 
Howe'er our earthly motion varies ; 
And twice a year he'll cut th' equator^ 
As if there had been no fuch matter. 



• See an account of his to be falfe^ and Bickerftaff de- 
death, which Partridge averred fended as true. Vol. Ill* 

Some 
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Some wits have wondered what analogy 
There w *twixt * cabling and ajirology ; 
How Patridge made his opticks rife 
From 2iJhoe^fole to reach the ildes. 

A lift the cobler*$ temples ties. 
To keep the hair out of his eyes ; 
From whence 'tis plain, the diadem 
That princes wear derives from them : 
And therefore crowns are now-a-days 
Adom'd v/ith golden Jiars and rays'. 
Which plainly fhews the near alliance 
'Twixt cobling and the planets fcience. 

Befides, that ilow-pac'd fign Bootes, 
As *tis miicall'd, we know not who 'tis: 
But Partridge ended all dilputes ; 
He knew his trade, and call'd it + boots. 

The horned moon, which heretofore 
Upon their (hoes the Romans wore, 
Whofc widenefs kept their toes from corns, 
And whence We claim our Jhoeing-horn, 
Shews how the art of cobling beajs 
A near refcmblance to the Jpberes. 

A fcrap o{ parchment hung hy geometry 
(A great refinement in barometry) 
Can, like the ftars, foretel the weather ; 
And what is parchment elfe but leather ? 

* Partrulge was a (oiler. f See hU almanack. 

2 Which 
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Which an aftrologer might ufe 
Either for almanacks or Jhoes* 

Thus Partridge by his wit and parts 
At once did pradife both thefe arts ; 
And as the boading owl (or rather 
The bat, becaufe her wings are leather) 
Steals from her private cell by night, 
And flies about the candle-light ; 
So learned Partridge could as well 
Creep in the dark from leathern cell, 
And in his fancy fly as far 
To peep upon a twinkling ftar. 

Befldes, he could confound th&JphereSi 
And fet the planets by the ears ; 
To fliew his fkill, he Mars could joiH" ■' 
To Fenus in afpeSi malign ; 
Then call in Mercury for aid, 
And cure the Wounds that Fenus made. 

Great fcholars have in Lucian read, 
When Philip king of Greece was dead, 
His Joul SLTidJpirit did divide. 
And each part took a diff 'rent flde : 
One rofe a ftar j the other fell 
Beneath, and mended flioes in helL 

Thus Partridge ftill fhines in each art. 
The cabling and Jiar-gazing part, 
And is inftaird as good a ftar 
As any of the Ccefars are. 

H Trium^hacit 
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Triumphant ftar ! fome pity fliow 
On coolers militant below, 
Whom roguifti boys in ftormy nights 
Torment by piffing out their lights,. 
Or thro' a chink convey their finoke 
Inclos'd artificers to choke. 

Thou, hi^ exalted in thy fph^re, 
May'ft follow ftill thy calling there. 
To thee the Bull will lend ms bidey 
By Phcsbus newly tann*d and dry*d t 
For thee they Argds hulk will tax. 
And fcrape her pitchy fides for wax r 
Then Ariadne kindly lends 
Her.briided hair to make thee ends z 
The point of Sagittarius dart 
Turns to an ansol by heav'nly art ; 
And Vulcany wheedled by his wife. 
Will forge for thee a paring-knife. 
For want of room by Virgo s fide. 
She'll ftrain a point, and fit * aftride. 
To take thee kindly in between y 
And then the^w will h^ thirteen. 



* — -~ Tabi brachia contrahet ingetu 
Scorpius, etc. 
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FTEREj five foot deep^ lies on his back 
-^ -^ A cobler, itarmonger, and quack ; 
TVho to the ftars in pure good-will 
Does to his bejl look upward fiilL 
Weep^ all you cujiomers that ufe 
His pills, his almanacks, or fhoes : 
And you that did your fortunes feeky 
Step to his, grave hut once a week : 
This earthy which bears his bodys pri?it^ 
Toull find has fo much virtue i7ity 
T'hat I durfi pawn my ears ''twill tell 
Whateer concerns you full as welly 
In phydck, ftolen goods, or love. 
As he himfelf could^ when above. 

* V E R s E s 

To bs prefix'd before 

BERNARD LINTOTs New 

Mifcellany *. 

SOME Colinteus fpraife, ComeBkauf^ 
Others account tliem but fo fo j 
Some Plantin f to the reft prefer, 
And fome efteem old. Elzevir -f ; 

* *The Oxford and Cam* ing publiOied fine editions of 
iridgt mifcellany, 8vo. the.Bible, and of the Gnek 

t PxiiUers famous for have- and Raman dai&clts. 

H^ 2 OtKct^ 
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Others with Aldus * wou*d bdbt iw % 
I, for my part, admire Lintottus. — ■- 
His charader's beyond compare, 
Like his own pcrfon, large and fair. 
They print their names in letters {mail. 
But L IN to T ftands in capital: 
Author and he with equal grace 
Apjx^ar, and ftare you in the face. 
Stefhem prints heathen Greeks 'tis laid. 
Which fome can t conftrue, fbme can't 

read : 
But all that comes from Lintot'% hand 
Ev'n Rcmlinfon might underftand. 
Oft in an Aldus, or a Planting 
A page is blotted, or leaf wanting: 
Of Lintot\ books this can t be faidy 
All fair, and not fo much as read^ 
Their copy coft 'em not a penny 
To Homer, Virgil, or to any ; 
They ne'er ^xvcjix pence for two lines: 
To them, their heirs, or their afligns : 
But Lintot is at vaft expence, 
And pays prodigious dear for — fenfe* 
TJieir books are ufeful but to few> 
A fcholar, or a wit or two : 
Lintot\ for gen'ral ufe are fit ; 
For fome folks read, but all folks fli — . 

* A fiunoui printer. 

•TO 
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MR. JOHN MOORE, 

^uthor of the celebrated Worm-Powder. 

HOW much, egregious Moore y are we 
Deceiv'd by {hews and forms \ 
What'eer we think, whate'er we fee, 
All human-kind are worms, 

Man is a very worm by birth. 
Vile, reptile, weak, and vain I 

A while he crawls upon the earth. 
Then (brinks to earth again. 

That woman is a worm, we find, 
E*er finde our grandame's evil ; 

She firft convers'd with her own kind, 
That ancient wormj the devil, 

The leam'd themfelves we book-worms 
name; 

The blockhead is a flow-worm j 
The nymph, whoie tail is all on flame^ 

Is aptly tern\'d a glow-worm. 

fhe fops are painted butterflies. 

That flutter for a day ; 
Firft from a worm they take their rife, 

And in a worm decay. 

H % T\\^ 
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The flatterer an earwig grows ; 

Thus worms fuit all condition^ ; 
Mifers are muck-worms, filk-worms beau». 

And death-watches phyficians. 

That ftatefmcn have the worm, is feen 

By all their winding play ; 
Their confcicnce is a worm within, 

That gnaws them night and day. 

Ah Moore I thy {kill were well cmployM, 

And greater gain wou'd rife, 
If thou could'ft make the courtier void 

The worm that never dies I 

O! learned friend of Abchurch-lane^ 
Who fett'ft our entrails free I 

Vain is thy art, thy powder vain, 
Since worms IhaJl eat ev'n thee. 

Our fate thou only can'ft adjourn 
Some few fhort years, no more I 

* Ev'n Buttons wits to worms fhall turn. 
Who maggots were before. 

• Bututft cofffe-houfe» in Covmt-Gardtnt frequented by 
the wits of that time. 

♦VERSES, 
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Occafioned by an etc. at the End of Mr,- 
D'Urfy's Name in the Title t9 one of bis 
Plays*, 

JOVE call'd before him t'other day 
The vffwelsy Uy 0, lyE,^; 
All diphthongs, and all confonants. 
Either of England, or of France \ 
And all that were, or wifli'd to be, 
Rank'd in the name of Tom D'Urfy, 

Fierce is this caufe j xht letters fpoke all, 
Liquids grew rovigh, and irntites turn'd vocaL 
Thofe four proud fyll^bles alone 

Were filent, which by fate's decree 
Chim'd in fb fmoothly, one by one, 

To the fweet name oiTom UUrfy. 
N, by whom names fubfift, declar'd, 
To have no place in this was hatd ; 
And ^ maintained 'twas but his due 
Still to keep company with U ; 
So hop'd to ftand no lefs than he 
In the great name of Tom UUrfy. 
E fliew'd, a comma ntcv could claim 
A place in any Britip name ; 
Yet, making here a perfeft botcli, 
Thrufts your poor vowel from his notch; 

* This accident happen'd a flourifh there, which the 
by Mr. D'Urfy's having mauc printer miftook for an etc 

H 4 Hiatus, 
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Jiiatm mi vaUe d^Undui ! 
From which, good Jufiter^ defend w ! 
Soofier rd o^t mj psat in thee, 
Than be no part in Tom UUrfy, 
F protefted) pufTd, and iwore. 

He'd not be f^'d fp like a beaft; 
He wa* a piece of enipcrpr, 

And made up half a pope at leaft, 
C voyf'&y he 'd fiankly nave released 
His double ih^e in Cafar Caius 
For onlv one in Tom Durfeius. 
I, consonant and vowel too, 
To Jupiter did humbly fiic, 
That of hi» grace he wou'd proclaim 
Durfeius his true Latin name : 
For though without them both 'twas clear 
Himfelf could ne*er be Jupiter ; 
Yet they'd resign that porf fo high 
To be the genitive, Durfei, 
B and L fwore b — and w — s ; 
X and Z cry'd, p— x and z — s; 
G fwore by G— d, it ne'er fhould be; 
And ff^ wou'd not lofe, not he, 
An Englijh letter % property 
In the great name of Tom D'Urfy. 
In fhort, the reft were all in fray, 
From chriji'crofs to et ceetera. 

They, 
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They, tho' but ftanders-by, too mutter'd ; 
Diphthongs and triphthongs fwore and 

flutter'd; 
That none had fb much right to be 
Part of the name of fluttering T—~ 
T—Tom-ra—aS'—De—D'Ur—fy—fy. 

Then Jove thus fpake: With careand pain 
We formed this name,renown'd in rhyme : 
Not thme, * immortal Neufgermain ! 

Coft ftudious cabalijis more tim?, 
yet now, as then, you all declar?, 
Far hence to Egypt you'll repair, 
And turn ftrange hi'roglyphicks there. 
Rather than letters longer be, 
Unlefs i'th' name of Tom UUrfy. 

Were you all pleas'd, yet what, J pray, 
To foreign letters could I fay ? 
What if the Hebrew next fhou'd aim 
To turn quite backward D'Urfys name? 
Shou'd the Greek quarrel too, by Styx^ I 
Cou'd never bring in Pfi and Xiy 
Omicron and Omega from us 
Wpul4 each hope to be in Thomas \ 

* A poet, who ufed to make perfom he praifed ; which Voi- 
yerfes ending with the l^ft fyl- twi turn'd againft him in a 
lables of the names of ° thofe poem of the Tame kind. 

And 
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And all th* ambitious vowels vie. 
No Icls than Pytbagorick T\ 
To have a place in Tom UUrfy, 

Then, well-belov*d and tnifty letters ! 
Consonants, and vowels much their betta^ 
We^ willing to repair this breach. 
And, all that in us lies, pleafe each, 
Et caira to our aid muflcall.; 
Et ctefra reprefents ye all : "' ^ 

Et CiBt\a therefore, we decree, 
Henceforth for ever join'd fhall be 
To the great name of Tom UUrfy, 

^PROLOGUE 

Defign'd for Mr. D'URFY's laft play. 

GROWN old in rhyme, 'twere bar- 
barous to difcard 
Your perfevering, unexhaufted bard : 
Damnation follows death in other men, 
But your damn'd poet lives, apd wfitesagain. 
Th' adyent'rous lov?r is fuccefsfiil ftill, 
Who ftrives to pleafe the fair againfi her 

will: 
Be kind, and make him in his wifhes eafy. 
Who in your own defpite has ftrove to 
pleafe ye. 

He 
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He fcom'd to borrow from the wits of yore, 
Fut ever writ, as none e*er writ before. 
You modern wits, fliou'd each man bring 
his claim. 

Have defpcrate debentures on your fame ; 

And little wou'd be left you, I'm afraid. 

If all your debts to Greece and Rome were 
paid. 

From his deep fund our author largely draws, 

Nor finks his credit lower than it was. 

Tho* plays for honour in old time he made^ 

'Tis now for better reafons — to be paid. 

Believe him, he has known the world too 
long, 

And feen the death of much immortal fong. 

He fays, poor poets lofl, while players won. 

As pimps grow rich, while gallants are un- 
done. 

Though Tom the poet writ with eafe and 
pleafure. 

The comick Tom abounds in other treafure. 

Fame is at befl an unperforming cheat ; 

But 'tis fubftantial happinefs to eat. 

Let eafe, his laft requeft, be of your giving. 

Nor force him to be damn'dto get his living.' 



* PROLOGUE 



* PROLOGUE 

TO T H E 

Three Hours after Marriage. 

AUTHORS are judg'd by ftrange 
capricious rules ; 

Thq great ones are thought mad, the imall 
ones fools : 

Yet fure the beft are moft fevercly fated ; 

For foqls are only laugh'd at, wits are hated. 

Blockheads with reafon men of fenfe abhor; 

But fool'gainft fool, is b^rb'rous civil war. 

Why on all authors then fhou'd criticks^? 

Since (bme have writ, and (hewn no witatall. 

Condemna play of theirs, and they evade it; 

Cry, " Damn not us, but damn the French 
** who made it." 

By running goods thefe gracelefs owlers gain ; 

Theirs are the rules of France^ the plots of 
Spain : 

But wit, like wine, from happier climates 
brought, 

Dafli'd by thefe rogues, turns Englijh com- 
mon draught. 

They pall Molieres and Lopez^ fprightly 
flrain. 

And teach dull Harlequins to grin in vain. 

How 
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How ftiall our author hope a gentler fate, 
Who dares moft impudently not tranllate I 
It had been civil in thefe ticklifli times 
To fetch his fools and knaves from foreign 

climes. 
Spaniards and French abufe to the world'i 

end; 
Butfpareold£«g"/-3W, left you hurt a friend. 
If any fool is by our fatire bit, 
Let him hifs loud, to fhew vou all he's hit. 
Poets make characters, ?a falefmen (Aoth.Q^', 
We take nomeafureof your fops and beaus; 
But here all fiies and all fhapes you meet, 
And fit yourfelves, like dhaps in Monmouth- 

Jireet. 
Gallants! look here; thi^ * fooF s caphz,% 

an air 
Goodly and fmart, with ears of IJfachar. 
Let no one fool engrofs it, or confine, 
A common blefling ! now 'tis yours, now 

mine. 
But poets in all ages had the care 
To keep this cap, for fuch as will, to wear. 
Our author has it now, (for every wit 
Of courfe refign'd it to the next that writ ;) 
And thus upon the ftage 'tis fairly f thrown ; 
Let him that takes it, wear it as his own. ^ 

* Shews a cap with can, f Flings down th« caQ;» &nd cx\r.. 



♦SANDYS'S GHOST: 

O R, A 
Proper New BALLAD 

' ON THE 

New OFID^ METAMORPHOSESy 

As it was intended to be tranllated by Perfons of 
Quality. 

Y£ lords and commons, men of wit 
And plcaTure about town, 
Read this, eVe you tranllate one bit 
Of books of high renown. 

Beware of Latin authors alll 
Nor think your verfes flerling, 

Though with a golden pen you fbrawl. 
And fcribble in 2l berlin : 

For not the dcfk with filver nails, 

Nor bureau of expence. 
Nor flandifh well japan'd, avails 

To writing of good fcnfe. 

Hear how a ghofl in dead of night> 

With faucer eyes of fire. 
In woful wife did fore aifright 

A wit and courtly 'fquire. 

Rare 
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Rare imp of PhcebuSy hopeful youth ! 

Like puppy tame, that ufes 
To fetch and carry in his mouth 

The works of all the mufes. 

Ah! why di<i he write poetty, 

That hereto wa6 fo civil j 
And fell his foiil for vanity 

To rhyming- and the devil ?" 

A defk he had of curious work, 

With glittVing ftuds about ; 
Within the fame did Sandys lurk. 

Though 0W«/' lay without. 

Now, as he.fcratch'd tb fetch upthought, 
Forth popp'd'the^ni'if fb^thih. 

And from uiekdy-hcMe bc^tckl but 
All upright as a pin. 

With whifkers, band, and pantaloon, 
And ruff composed moft duly. 

This Tquire he dropp'd his pen fiill foon, 
Whik as the light burnt" oluely. 

Hoi Tasi!^es Samy c^<)th Sandys* (i^ntti - 
Write on, ndr let me ffcare ye; ' 

Forfooth, if rhyihes fall Aot in ri^t. 
To Budge/ ktki ofOarey, - 
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I hear the beat of Jacobs drums, 

Poor Ovid finds no quarter I 
See firft the merry P — comes 

In haile, without his garter. 

Then lords and lordings, Tquires and knights^ 
Wits, withngs, prigs, and peers s 

Garth at St. 'James %y and at JVhite^ 
Beats up for volunteers. 

What Fenton will not do, nor Gay^ 
Nor Congrevey Rowe, nor Stanyan^ 

Tom Burnet or Tom UUrfy may, 
John Duntofiy Steely or any one. 

If juftice Philips'' coftive head 
Some frigid rhymes difburfes ; 

They fhall like Perjian tales be read. 
And glad both babes and nurfes. 

Let WarwicK^ mufe with AJh — t join. 
And Ozer% with lord Herveys, 

Tickell and Addijon combine, 
And Pope tranflate with Jervis. 

L — himfelf, that Hvely lord, 

Who bows to every lady, 
Shall join with F — in one accord^ 

And be like Tate and Brady. 

Yc 
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Ye ladies too, draw forth your pen ; 

I pray, where can the hurt lie ? 
Since you have brains as well as men, 

As witnefs lady Worthy. 

Now, Tonfony lift thy forces all, 
Review them, and tell nofes : 

iPor to poor Ovid fhall befal 
A ftrange metamorphojis ; . 

A metamorphojis more ftrange 
Than all his books can vapour — 

" To what, V (quoth. Tquire) fhall Ovid 
change?" 
Quoth Sandy Si To wajie paper-, 

* U M B R A. 

CLOSE to the beft-known author 
Umbra f^ts, 
The conftant index to all Buttons wits. 
Who's here? cries Umbra: on\y yohnfon 

: '--Oh! 
Tour Jlave^ and exit ; but returns with Rowe : 
Dear Rowe, let's Jit and talk of tragedies : 
Ere long Pope enters, and to Pope he flies. 

I Then 



*f 
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Then up comes /S/^^(?; he turns upon hhM^ 
And in a moment fattens upon S^eek; 
But cries as foon, Jear Dick, Imu^ be gone^ 
For, if I know his tread, here*s Addifon. 
Says Addifon to Steele, *tis time to go : 
Pope to the clofet ftcps afide with Rowe, 
Poor Umbra, left in this abandoned pickle^ 
E'en (its him down, and writes to honeft 
TickelL 
Fool ! *tis in vain from wit to wit to roam j 
Know, fenfe like charity begins at home. 

DUKE UPON DUKE. 

An excellent new Ballad. 
To the Tune of Cbcvy-Cbace* 

1"^ O lordings proud I tune my lay, 
Who fcaft in bow'r or hall : 
Though dukes they be, to duke« I iajT, 
Tlmt pride will have a fall. 

Now, that this fame it is right footh. 

Full plainly doth appear, 
From what befel John duke of Guife^ 

And Nic of Lancaflere. 

Z When 
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When Richard Cceur-'de'^Lion reigfi'd, 

(Which means a lion's heart) 
Like him his barons rag'd and roar'd; . 

Each play'd a lion's part. 

A word and blow was then enough : 

Such honour did them prick. 
If you but tum'd your cheek, a cufF; . 

And if your a — fe, a kick. 

Look in their face, they twcak'd youir nofe, 

At ev'ry turn fell to't; ■ 
Come near, they trod upon y§ur toes j . 

They fought from head to foot. 

Of theje the duke of Lancajikre 1 

Stood paramount in pride ; 
Hekick'd,andcuffd, aisiditKreak'd, and trod 

His foes, and friends befide. ' ' 

Firm on his front his beavdr &Co; 

So broad, it hid his chia; '..:.;. 
For why ? he decm'd no man^his mate^ . 

And fear'd to tan his flan. 

Wkh Spamjh wool he dy'd his chcdc, 

With cffence oil'd his hair ; 
|fe vixen civet-cat fo fwcet^ 

Nor could fo fcratch and tear. 

I 2 ,' ^vi^^. 
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Right tall he made himlelf to' (how. 
Though made full ihort by God : 

And, when all other dukes did bow, 
This duke did only nod. 

Yet courteous, blithe, and debonnair 

To Guifes duke was he : 
Was ever fuch a loving pair ? 

How could they difagree ? 

Oh, thus it was : he lov'd him dear. 
And caft how to requite him ; 

And, having no friend left but this. 
He deem*d it meet to fight him. 

Forthwith he drench'd his defp*ratc quill, 

And thus he did indite : 
^^ This eve at whifk ourfelf will play, 

" Sir duke I be here to night.** 

Ah nol ah no! the guilelefs Guife 

Demurely did reply ; 
I cannot go, nor yet can fland, 

So fore the gout have I. 

The duke in wrath call'd for his fleeds, 
And fiercely drove them on; 

Lord I lord I how rattled then thy flones, 
O kingly Kenfington / 

All 
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All in" a trice he rufh'd on Guifey 

Thruft out his lady dear ; 
He twcak'd his nofe, trod on his toes,' 

And fmote him on tl^e ear. 

But mark, how 'midft of vidory 
Fate plays her old dog trick! 

Up leaped dukey<7/6»,and knock'd him down, 
And fo down fell duke Nk, 

Alas, oh Nk. I oh Nk. alas I 
Right did thy goflip call thee : 

As who (hould fay, alas the day 

When John of Guife fhall maul thee ! 

For on thee did he clap his chair. 

And on that chair did fit ; 
And look'd, as if he meant therein 

To do — what was not fit. 

Up didft thou look, oh woeful duke I 
Thy mouth yet durft not ope, 

Certes for fear of finding there 
A t — d, inftead of trope. 






Lie there, thou caitiff vile ! quoth Guife\ 
t^o Jheet is here to fave thee : 
" Thie cafement it is fliut likewife j 
" Beneath mv feet I havetVvs,^. 
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** If thou haft aught to rpeakj %eak out/' 

Then Lancafiere did ay, 
" Know*ft thou not mc, nor yet thyfclf ? 

<* Who thou, and who am I ? 

<< Know*ft thou not me,who(Godkeprids*d) 
*•*" Have brawrd, and quarrerd mc^-e, 

** Than all the line of Lancaftere^ ' 
" That battled heretofore ? 

*' In fenates iam'd for many a fpeech, 
" And (what fome awe muft give ye. 
The' laid thus low beneath thy breech) 
Still ol the council privy ; 

** Still of the dutcby chancellor ; 

" Durante life I have it ; 
•* And turn, as now thou doft on mc, 

" Mine a — e on them that gave it." 

But now the fervants they ru{h*d in; 

And duke Nic. up leap'd he : 
I will not cope againft fuch odds, 

But, Guife I ril fight with thee : 

To-morrow with thee will I fight 
Under the green-wood tree ; 

" No, not to-morrow, but to-night 
<' fQuoth G«i/«; YVL^^xmtKtbcc.'* 



C( 
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Lnd now the fun declining lovr 
Bcftrcak'd With blood the tes; 

Vhen, with his fword at faddle*bow, 
Rode forth the valiant Gui/e. 

^ull gently pranc'd he o*er the lawn ; 

Oft' roU'd his eyes around, 
Lnd from the ftirrup ftretch'd to find 

Who was not to be found. 

^ong brandiih'd he the blade in air^ 

Long loolc'd the field all o'er : 
U length he fpy'd the meriy-men brown> 

And eke the coach and four, 

^rom out the boot bold Nicholas 

Did wave his wand fo white, 
b pointing out the gloomjr glade 

Wherein he meant to fight. 

Ul in that dreadful hour fa calm 

Was Lancajhre to fee, 
Vs if he meant to take the air> 

Or only take a fee : 

Vnd fo he did — for to New Court 

His rowline wheels did run : 
^Jot that he munn'd the doubtful flrife 5 

But busnefs muft be donft« 

I 4. ^^s^ 



^ Fragment of a SATIRE. 

IF meagre Gildon draws his venal quill, 
I wifh the man a dinner, an4 fit ftill : 
If dreadful Dennis raves in furious fret, 
ril anfwer Dennis^ when I am in debt. 
*Tis hunger, and not malice, makes them 

print ; 
And who'll wage war with bedlam or the 

mint f 
Should fome more fober criticks come 

broad, 
If wrong, I fmile; if right, I kifs the rod. 
Pains, reading, ftudy, aretheirjuftpretencej 
And all they want is fpirit, tafte, and fenfe. 
Commas and points they fet exadly right ; 
And 'twere a fin to rob them of their mite: , 
Yet ne'er one fprig of laurel grac'd thofe 

ribalds. 
From flafiiing Bentley down to pidling 

Tibalds, 
Who thinks he reads^ when he hut /cans and 

fpel/sy 
A word-catcher, that lives on fyllables. 
Yetev'n this creature may fome notice claim. 
Wrapt round and fandify'd with Shake- 

fpear% name. 
Pretty I in amber to obferve the forms 
Of hairs, or ftraws, or dirt, or ^tub^^ c«. 

worms I "WvR. 
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The thing, we know, is neither rich norrare;^ 
And wonder how the devil it got there. 

Are others ang^? I excufe them too : 
Well may they rage; Igivedicm^a^/theirdue. 
Each man s true merit 'tis not hard to find ; 
But each man's fecret ftandard in his mind> 
That cafting- weight pride adds to emptinefs^ 
This who can gratify ? for who can guef$ ^ 
The w:retch * whom pilfer'd paflorals re- 
nown, 
Who turns a Perjian tale for half a crown, 
Juft writes to make his barrennefs appear. 
And Arains from hard-4)0und brains fix 

lines a year ; 
In fenfe flill wanting, tho' he lives on theft, 
Steals much, fpends little, yet has nothing 

left: 
•f Johnfon, who now to fenfe, now nonfenfe 

leaning. 
Means not, but blunders round about a 

meaning : 
And he, whofe fuftian's fo fublimely bad, 
X It is not poetry, but profe run mad : 
Should modefl fatire bid all thefe tranjlatCy 
And own that nine fuch poets make a tate % 

* Philips. Cobler of Prejlm. 

t Author of the Viaim, and | Verfc of Dr. Ev. 

How 
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How wou'd they iiime, and ftarap, and 

roar, and chafe I 
How ^ou'd they Iwear not Congrefoi% felf 
was.fafe I 
Peace to all fuch ! but were there one 
whofefire^ 
Apollo kindled, and iok fame infpires 5 
Bleft with each talent and each art to pleafe. 
And born to write, converfe, and live with 

eafe: 
Should fuch a man, too fond to rule alone. 
Bear, like the Turky no brother near the 

throne; 
View him with fcornful,yet withfearful eyes. 
And hate for arts that caus'd himfelf to rife ; 
Damn withfaint praife,aflent with civil leer, 
And without fneering teach the reft to fneer ; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to ftrike, 
Juft hint a fault, and hefitate diilike ; 
Alike referv'd to blame, or to commend, 
A tim'rous foe, and a fufpicious friend 5 
Dreading ev'n fools, by flatterers befieg'd. 
And fo obliging that he ne'er obliged; 
Who", if two wits on rival themes conteft, 
Approves of each, but likes the worft the 

beft; 
Like CatOy gives his little fenate laws, 
And fits attentive to hVs ONVtv 2ca^«>a&.\ 
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While wits and templars evry fentence raif^ 
And wonder with, a foolifh face of praife— 
What pity, hcav*n I if fuch a man there be. 
Who would not weep, if Addifon were he I 

* M A C E R. 

WHEN fimplc Macery now of high 
renown, 
Firft fought a poet's fortune in the town ; 
'Twas all th' ambition his great foul could 

feel. 
To wear red ftockings, and to dine with SteeL 
Some ends of verfe his betters might afford. 
And gave the harmlefs fellow a good word. 
Set up with thefe, he ventur'd on the town. 
And in aborrow'd play out-did poor Crown, 
There he ftopt fhort, nor fince has writ a 

tittle, 
But has the wit to make the moft of little ; 
Like ftunted hide-bound trees, that juft 

have got 
Sufficient fap at once to bear and rot. 
* Now he begs verfe, and what he gets 

commends, 
Not ofthe wits his foes, but fools his friends. 

* He requefted by publick ingenious to make up a mif* 
advertifementa the aid of the cttlMvj uvxitj. 
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So fome coarfe country wench almofl de- 
cay'd, 
Trudges to town, and firft turns chamber- 
maid: 
Aukward, and fupple each devoir to pay. 
She flatters her good lady twice a day ; 
Thought wond'rous honeft, though of 

piean degree, 
And ftrangely lik'd for \\sx fimpltcity t 
In a tranflated fuit then tries the town. 
With horrow'd pins, and patches not her 

own ; 
But juft endur'd the winter fhe began. 
And in four months a batter'd harridan. 
Now nothing's left, but wither'd pale 

and mrunk 
To bawd for others, and go (hares with 
punk. 



* S Y L V I A, 

A FRAGMENT. 

SYLVIA my heart in wond'rous wift 
alarm'd, 
Aw'd without fenfe, and without beauty 
charm'd : 

I ^XiX 
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But fome odd grape^s and fine fiight;& ilie 

had, 
Was juft not ugly, and was juft not toad ? 
Her tongue ftill run on credit from her 

eyes, 
More pert than witty, more a wit tl^aniwijcs 
Good-nature, fhe declar'd it, wa£ kejs i<poin> 
Tho' *twas by that alone fhe couldbe bom: 
Afironting all, yet fond of a goo4 affiles 
A fool to pleafure, yet a:Oa?p tpf^jE^e; 
Now Qoy, and fhidious in no poiot ^ofali^ 

Now all agog for D -jf at a t^ll : 

Now deep in Taykr^ and the bo9k sfmart 

fjrsy . . ., i ., 

Now drinking citron with his: Grace-, .an4 

Chartres. 
Men, fbme tobus'nefs, fome top][(K({Ur^ 

take; 
But ev*nr woman's in her foul a rake. 
Frail, fev'rifh fex I their fit now chills, 

now bum^ : 
Atheifm and fupcrftition rule by turns ; 
And the mere heathen iA her carnal part 
Is ftill a fad good chriftian at her heart. 
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* ARTEMISIA. 

THOUGH Artemijia tsilks, by fits, 
Of councils, claflicks, fathers, wits; 
Reads Malhrcmche^ Boyky and Locke : 
Yet in fome things, methinks, fhe fails ; 
'Twere well, if fliq wou'd pare her nails. 
And wear a cleaner finock.- 

Haughty and huge as High-Dutch bride 5 
Such naiHnefs, and fo much pride, 

Are oddly join'd by fate ; 
On her large fquab you find her fpreadi' 
Like a fat corpfe upon a bed, 

That lies and ftinks in ftate. 

She wears no colours (fign of grace) 
On any part, except her face ; 

All white and black befide : 
Dauntlefs her look, her gefture proud, 
Her voice theatrically loud. 

And mafculine her ftride. 

So have I feen, in black and white,^ 
A prating thing, a magpye height, 

Majeftically ftalk ; 
A ftately, worthlefs animal. 
That plies the tongue, and wags the tail, 

All flutter, pride, and talk. 



* P H R Y N E. 

PH R Y N E had talents for mankind ; 
OjKii flic wa5, and unconfm'd, 
f /ike f<)mc free |)ort of trade : 
McrcJtants unloaded Iierc their freight, 
And agent* from each foreign ftatc 
I Jcre iirft their entry made. 

Her learning and gfxx! breeding (uch, 
Wliethcr th* Italian or the Dutch, 
Spaniard or French came to her, 
To all obliging flie'd appear ; 

'Twsim Ji fyniorf * twos yaw mynheer, 
"Jwofi /// voui plait, mmjieur, 

Obft lire by birth, renownM by crimes, 
fcJdll changing names, religions, climes, 

At length flie turns a bride : 
In di'mojid«, peails, and rich brocades, 
She fljjiics the firfl^ of batter'd jades, 

And n utters in her pride. 

So have J known thofc infeds fair, 
Wliith curious Germans hold fo rare, 

Si ill vary fhapts and dyes; 
Still ^ruii, j)fw titles with new forms ; 
FirA jMiibs obfccnc, then wrigling worms, 

1 lull painted butterflies. 

O K 



On Mi's. BIDDY LLOYD. 

OR, THE 

Receipt to form a BEAUTY, 

WHEN Cupid did his grandfire Jove 
intrcat 
To form fome beauty by a new receipt, 
yove fent, and found far in a country fcene 
Truth, innocence, good-nature, look fe- 

rene : 
From which ingredients firft the dex'trous 

Doy 
Pick'd the demure, the aukward, and the 

coy. 
ThcGraces from the court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride : 
Thefe Fenus cleans'd from ev'ry fpurious 

grain 
Of nice, coquet, afFeded, pert, and vain. 
Jove mix'd up all, and his beft clay cm- 

ploy'd ; 
Then call'd the happy compofltion Lloyd, 
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APOLLO OUTWITTED. 

To the Honourable Mrs. FINCH, 

Afterwards countcfs of fflftchelfca, 

Under her name of Ardelia, 

PHOEBUS, now fliort'ning ev'ry (hade, 
Up to the northern tropkk came, 
And thence beheld a lovely maid) 
Attending on a royal dame. 

The God laid down hisVceble rays, 
Then lighted from his glitt'ring coach } 

Biat fenc'd his head with his own bays, 
Before he diirft the nymph approach. 

Under thofe facred leaves, fccurc 
From common light'ning of the (kics, 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The flaihes of Ardelids eyes. 

The nymph, who oft had read in books 
Of that bright God whom bards invoke, 

Soon knew Apollo by his loojcs. 

And guefs'd his bus'nefs a're he fpokc. 

He in the old celeftial cant 

Confefs'd his flame, and fwore by Styx 
Whate'er fhe would defire to grant — 

But wife Ardelia knew his tricks. . 

Ovid 
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Ovid had warn'd her to beware 

Of ftroHng Gods, whofe ufual trade is, 

Under pretence of taking air, 
To pick up fublunary ladies* 

How^e'er, flie gave no flat denial^ 
As having malice in her heart j 

And was refolv'd upon a trial 

To clieat tlie God in his own art* 

Hear my rei^ueft, the virgin faid ; 

Let which I pleafe of all the nine . 
Attend, whene'er I want their aid, 

Obey my call, and Only mine. 

By vow oblig'd, by paffion led. 

The God could not refufe her priyV : 

He wav'd his wreath thrice o'er her head, 
Thrice mutter'd fomething to the air. 

And now he thought to feize his due : 
But fhe the charm already try'd : 
' 77)a/ia heard the call, and flew 
To wait at bright Ardelids fide* 

On fight of this celeftial prude^ 
Apollo thought it vain to ftay. 
Nor iii her prcfence durft be rude, 
•But itiade his leg, and went away. 

K a He 
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He hop'd to find fomc lucky hour. 

When on their queen the mufes wait : 
But Pallas owns Ardelids pow'r ; 
' For vows divine are kept- by fate. 

Then, full of rage, Apollo fpoke : 
Deceitful nymph, I fee thy art ; 

And, though 1 can't my gift revoke, 
I'll difappoint its nobler part. 

Let jftubborn pride poilefs thee long, 
And be thou negligent of fame ; 

With ev'ry mule to grace thy fong, 
May'ft thou dcfpife a poet's name. 

Of modcft poets be thou firft ; 

To filent fhades repeat thy verfe, 
Till Fame and Echo almoft burft, 

Yet hardly dare one line rehearfe. 

And iaft, my vengearice to compleat, 
May you delcend to take renown, 

Prevail'd on by the thing you hate, 
A whig, and one that wears a gown. 



♦IMPROMPTU. 



* I M P R O M P T U. 

To Lady WINCHELSEA. 

Occafion'd by four Satirical Verfes on Womeji-Wits 
in The Rape of the Lock. 

IN vain you boaft poetic names of yore, 
And cite thofe Sapphoswt admire no more : 
Fate doom'd the fall of ev'ry female wit ; 
But doom'd it then, when firft Ar delta writ. 
Of all examples by the world confeft, 
I knew Ardelia could not quote the beft ; 
Who, like her miftrefs on Britannia s throne. 
Fights and fubdues in quarrels not her own. 
To write their praifc you but in vain eflay ; 
Ev'n while you write, you take that praife 

away : 
Light to the ftars the fun docs thus reftore, 
Butfhineshimfclf till they arcfeen no more. 

* E P I G R A M. 

ABilhop by his neighbours hated 
Has caufe to wifh himfelf tranflated : 
Put why ihou'd Hough defire tranflation, 
Lov'd and efteem'd by all the nation? 

Yet, if it be the old man's cafe, 
I'll lay my life, I know the place : 
'Tis where God fent fome that adoto. Vv\\\\v 
And whither Enoch went before \\vrc\» 



STELLA'S Birth-Day. 1718. 

STELLA this day is thirty-four, 
(We (ha'n't difpute a year or more :) 
However, Stellay be not troubled j 
Although thy fize and years are doubledjj 
Since firft I faw thee at fixteen, 
The brighteft virgin on the green. 
So little is thy form declin'd ; 
Made up fo largely in thy mind. 

Oh, wou'd it pleafe the Gods Xxyfplit 
Thy beauty, fizc, and years, and wit I 
No age could furnifh out a pair 
Of nymphs {p graceful, wife, and fair 5 
Witji half the luftrc of your eyes, 
With half your wit, your years, and fize. 
And then, before it grew too late. 
How ihou'd I beg of gentle fate 
(That either nymph might have her fwain) 
To fplit my worlhip too in twain. 

STELLA'S Birth-Day. 172Q, 

ALL travellers at firft in-line 
Where-e'er they fee the faireft figri \ 
And, if they find the chambers neat, 
And like the liquor and the meat. 
Will call again, and recommend 
The Angel'-i7m X.O ev*ry friend. 

What 
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What though the painting grows decay 'd ? 
The houfe will never lofe its trade : 
Nay, though the treach'rous tapfter Thomas 
Hangs a new angel two doors from us, 
As fine as dawber's hands can make it, 
In hopes that ftrangers may miftake it, 
We think it both a (hame and iin 
To quit the true old Angel4nn. 

Now this is Stellas cafe in fad : 
An angers face, a little crack'd ; 
(Could poets, or could painters fix 
How angels look at thirty-fix :) 
This drew us in at firft to fijid 
In fuch a form an angels mind ; 
And ev'ry virtue now fupplies 
The fainting rays of Stella's eyes. 
See at her levee crowding fwains. 
Whom Stella freely entertains 
With breeding, humour, wit, and fenfc ; 
And puts them but to fmall expence ; , 
Their mind fo plentifully fills, 
And makes fuch reafonable bills. 
So little gets for what ftie gives. 
We really wonder how fhe lives I 
And, had her flock been lefs, no doubt 
^he muft have long ago run out. 

Then who can think we'll quit the place, 
WhQD Doll hangs out a newer face ; 

K 4 Ov 
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Or ftop and light at Cloes head, 
With fcraps and leavings to be fed ? 

Then, Cloe^ ftill go on to prate 
Of thirty-lix, and thirty-eight ; 
Purfue your trade of fcandal-picking, 
Yoiir hints, that Stella is no chicken ; 
Your innucndos, when you tell us 
'J'liat Stella loves to talk with fellows : 
And let me warn you to believe 
A truth, for which your foul fliould grieve j 
'I'hat, fhould you live to fee the day 
When Stellas locks muft all be grey, 
When age muft print a furrow'd trace 
On cv'ry feature of her fiice ; 
Though you, and all your fenfclcfs tribe, 
Could art or time or nature bribe 
To make you look like beauty's queen, 
And hold for ever at fifteen j 
No bloom of youth can ever blind 
The cracks and wrinkles of your mind \ 
All men of fcnfe will jvifs your door. 
And crowd to Stellas ar fourfcore. 



S T E L L A* S 



STELLA'S BIRTH.DAY5 

A great bottle of wine, long buried, be- 
ing that day dug up. 1722. 

RE SO LVD my annual vcrfe to pay, 
By duty bound, on Stella s day, ^ 
Furriifti'd with paper, pens, and ink, 
I gravely fat me down to think : 
I bit my nails, and fcratch'd my head. 
But found my wit and fancy fled : 
Or, if with more than ufual pain, 
A thought came flowly from my brain, 
It coft me lord knows how much time 
To fhape it into fenfe and rhyme : 
And, what was yet a greater curfe, 
Long-thinking made my fancy worfe. 

Forfaken by th' infpiring nine, 
I waited at Apollo s fhrine : 
I told him what the world would fay, 
If SteMa were imfung to day ; 
How I fliou'd hide my head for fhame, 
When both the Jacks and Robin came ; 
How Ford would frown, how Jim would 

leer, 
How Sh — r the rogue would fncer, 
And fwear it does not always follow, 
^\aX.femeVn anno ridet Apollo. 
\ have aflur'd them twenty times, 
Th^t Phoebus help'd me in my rhymes, 
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Phoebus infpir'd me from above ; 
And he and I were hand and glove. 
But, finding mc fo dull and dry fince, 
They'll call it all poetick licence; 
And, when I brag of aid divine. 
Think Eufdens right as good as mine. 

Nor do \ aik for Stellas fake \ 
'Tis my own credit lies at flake : 
And Stella will be fung, while I 
Can only be a flander-by. 

Apolloy having thought a little, 
Return'd this anfwer to a tittle : 

Tho' you fhould live like old Methufalem^ 
I furnifh hints, and you fhould ufe all *em» 
You yearly fing as fhe grows old, 
You'd leave her virtues half untold* 
!put, to fay truth, fuch dulnefs reigns 
Through the whole fet of Irijh deans, 
I'ni daily flunn'd with fuch a medley, 
Dean W—^ dean D — , and dean Smtdlty^ 
That, let what dean foever come, 
My orders are, I'm not at home ; 
And, if your voice had not been loud, 
You muft have pafs'd among the crow4. 

But now, your danger to prevent, 
You mufl apply to * mrs. Brent \ 

* Iloufc-kccpcr, 

For 
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For fhe, as prieftpfs, knows the rites 
Wherein the God of earth delights. 
Firft, nine ways looking, let her ftand 
With an old poker in her hand ; 
|L,et her defcribe a circle round 
In * Saunders cellar on the ground ; 
A fpadp let prudent f Archy hold, 
And with difcretion dig the mould : 
y^et Stella look with watchful eye, 
X Rebecca^ % Fordy and Grattons by. 

Behold the bottle, where it lies 
With neck elated tow'rds the fkiesl 
The God of winds, and God of fire, 
Did to its wqnd'rous birth confpire ; 
And Bacchus for the poet's ufe 
four'd in a ftrong infpiring juice. 
See I as you raife it from its tomb, 
It drags behind a fpacious womb, 
And in the fpacious wo|nb contains 
A fov'reign med'cinc for the brains. 

You'll find it fqon, if fate confents ; 
If not, a thoufand mrs. Brents, 
Ten thoufand Archys, arm'd with fpades. 
May dig in vain to Pluto s fiiades. 

From thence a plenteous draught infufe, 
And boldly t;hen invoke the mufe ; 

♦ The butler. % A lady, friend to SitUa. 

t The footman. % (Vieods pf the author. 
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(But firft let Robert en his knees 
With caution drain it from the lees) 
The mufc will at your call appear 
With Stellas praife to crown the year. 

S T E L L A' S Birth-Day. 1 724. 

AS, when a beauteous nymph decays, 
Wc fay fhc's paft her dancing days; 
So poets lofc tlicir feet by time, 
And can no longer dance in rhyme. 
Your annual bard had rather chofe 
To celebrate your birth in profe : 
Yet merry folks, who want by chance 
A pnir to make a country dance. 
Call the old houfe-keeper, and get her 
To fill a place, for want of better : 
WliiU: Sheridan is off the hooks. 
And fricjid Dclany at his books, 
'I'hnt Stella may avoid difpfrace, 
Ojicc more the dean fupj)licr, their ])lace. 

i3cauty and wit, too fad a truth I 
Have nlways been coufin'd to youth ; 
'['he (iod of wit, and beauty's queen, 
Ik* twenty-one, and fhe fifteen. 
No poet ever fweetly fung, 
Unlefs lie were, like Phcchmy young ; 

Nor 
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Nor ever nymph infpir'd to rhyme, 
XJnlefs, like Fenus, in her prime. 
At fifty-fix, if this. be true, 
Am I a poet fit for you ? 
Or, at the age of forty-three, 
Are you a fubjed fit for me ? 
Adieu ! bright wit, and radiant eyes, 
You muft be grave, and I be u^ife. 
Our fate in vain we would oppofe : 
But I'll be ftill your friend in profe : 
Efteem and friendfhip to exprefs. 
Will not require poetick drefs ; 
And, if the mufe deny her aid 
To have themy^^g*, they may h^fciid. 
But, Stella^ fay, what evil tongue 
Reports you are no longer young j 
That Tifne fits with his fcythe to mow 
Where erft fate Cupid with his bow ; 
That half your locks are turn'd to grey ? 
I'll ne'er believe a word they fay. 
'Tis true, but let it not be known, 
My eyes aie fomewhat dimifli grown : 
For nature, always in the right, 
To your decays adapts my fight j 
And wrinkles undiftinguifh'd pafs. 
For I'm alham'd to ufe a glafs ; 
And till I fee them with thefe eyes, 
Whoever fays you have them, lyes. 

No 
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No length of time can make you quif 
Honour and virtue, fenfe and wit i 
Thus you may ftill be young to me, 
While I can better hear th^infee; 
Oh, ne'er may fortune (hew her fpight, 
To make me deaf, and mend vay fight ! 

STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY, 

March 13, 1726. 

THIS day, whate'er the fates decree^ 
Shall ftill be kept with joy by me : 
This day then let us not be told. 
That you are fick, and I grown old ; 
Nor think on our approaching ills. 
And talk of fpedacles and pills : 
To-morrow will be time enough 
To hear fuch mortifying ftuff. 
Yet, fince from reafon may be brought 
A better and more pleafing thought. 
Which can in fpight of all decays 
Support a few remaining days. 
From not the graveft of divines 
Accept for once fbme ferious linesi. 

Although we now can form no more 
Long fchemes of life, as heretofore ; 

Yet 
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Yet you, while time is running faft, 
Can look with joy on what is paft. 

Were future happinefs and pain 
A mere contrivance of the brain, 
As atheifts argue, to entice 
And fit their profelytes for vice, 
(The only comfort they propofc, 
To have companions m their woes:) 
Grant this the cafe ; yet fure 'tis hard 
That virtue,' ftU'd its own reward. 
And by all fages underftood 
To be the chief of human good, 
Shou'd ading die, nor leave behind 
Some lading pleafure in the mind. 
Which by remembrance will afluage 
Grief, ficknefs, poverty, and age. 
And ftrongly (hoot a radiant dart 
To fhine through life's declining part^ 

Say, Stella, feel you no content, 
Refleding on a life well (pent ? 
Your ikilful hand employ 'd to (ave 
Defpairing wretches from the grave ; 
And then fupporting with your ftore 
Thofe whom you dragg'd from death before : 
So Providence on mortals waits, 
Preferving what it firft creates : 
Your gcn'rous boldnefs to defend 
An innocent and abfent friend ; 
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That courage, which can make you juft 
To merit humbled in the duft ; 
The deteftation you exprefs 
. For vice in all its glitt'ring drels ; 
That patience under tort'ring pain, 
Where ftubborn ftoicks vvou'd complain : 
Muft thefe like empty fhadows pafs, 
Or forms reflected from a glafs ? 
Or mere chimeras in the mind, 
That fly, and leave no marks behind ? 
Does not the body thrive and grow 
By food of twenty years ago ? 
And, had it not been ftill fupply'd, 
It miifl: a thoufand times have dy'd. 
Then who with reafon can maintain 
That no efFeds of food remain ? 
And is not virtue in mankind 
The nutriment that feeds the fnind ; 
Upheld by each good action paft, 
And ftill continued by the laft ? 
Then, who with».reafon can pretend 
That all effeds of virtue end ? 

Believe me, Stella^ when you fhow 
That true contempt for things below, 
Nor prize your life for other ends 
Than merely to oblige your friends. 
Your former adions claim their paot, 
And join to fortify your heart. 

Tot 
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''or virtue in her daily race, 
Ake yanusy bears a double face J 
^ooks back with py where fhe has gond^ 
^nd therefore goes with courage on. 
he at your fickly couch will wait, 
^nd guide you to a better ftate. 

O then, whatever lieav'n intends, 
Take pity otl your pitying friends I 
^Tor let your ills affecSt your mindj 
To fancy they can be unkind. 
Ac, furely me, you ought to fparc, 
Vho gladly wou'd your fuff'rings fhare ; 
)r give my fcrap of life to you, 
V.nd think it far beneath your due ; 
fou, td whofe care fo oft I owe 
That I'm alive to tell you fo. 

• TO MRS. MARTHA BLOUNt. 

Sent on her Birth-Day, June 15. 

^H, be thou bleft with all that heav'n 

^-^ can fend, 

-/Ong health, long youth, long pleafure, 

and a friend I 
^ot with thofe toys the female race admire, 
liches that vex, and vainities that tire ; 



^^•^ 
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Not as the world its pretty flaves rewards, 
A youth of frolicks, an old-age of cards ; 
Fair to no purpofe, artful to no end ; 
Young without lovers, old without a friend; 
A fop their paflion, but their prize a fot ; 
Alive, ridiculous, and dead, forgot I 

Let joy, or cafe, let affluence, or content. 
And the gay confcicnce of a life well fpent. 
Calm ev'ry thought, infpirit ev'ry grace, 
Glow in thy heart, and fmileupon ijiy face ; 
Let day improve on day, and year on year. 
Without a paitt^ a trouble, or a fear ; 
Till death unfelt that tender frame deftroy. 
In fome foft dream, or cxXsSy of joy, 
Peaceful fleep out the fabbath of the tomb. 
And wake to raptures in a life to come I 

* s o N a 

By a Perfon of Quality. 

I SAID to my heart, between flecping 
and waking, 
Thou wild thing, that always art leaping or 

aking, 
What black, brown, or fair, in what clime, 

in what nation, 
By turns has not tauglit thee a pit~a— pat- 
ation ? Thus 
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Thus accus'd, the wild thing gave this fober 
reply : 

See the heart without motion, though Celia 

pafs by I 
Not the beauty (he has, or the wit that fhe 

borrows, 
Gives the eye any joys, or the heart any 

forrows. 

When our Sappho appears, fhe whofe wit's 

fo refin'd, 
I ann forc'd to applaud with the rejft of 

mankind; 
Whatever (he fays, is with fpirit and fire ; 
Bv'ry word I attei^; but I only admire. 

Prudentia as vainly would put in her claim, 
Ever gazingon heaven, tho' man is her aim : 
*Tis love, not devotion, that turns up her 

eyes ; 
Thofe ftars of this world are too good for 

the fkies. 

But Cloe fo lively, fo eafy, fo fair, 
Herwitfogenteel,withoutart,w\thoutcarc; 
When fhe comes in my way, the motion, 

the pain. 
The leapings, the akings, return all again. 

L 2 O VJOTV.- 
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O wonderful creature ! a woman of rcafoni 
Never grave out of pride, never gay out 

of feafon I 
When fo eafy to guefs who this angel fhould 

be, ^ 
Would one think Mrs. Howard ne'er dreamt 

it was fhe ? 

* B A L L A D. 

OF all the girls that e'er were (tQw^ 
There's none fo fine as Nelfyy 
For charming face, and fhape, and mien^ 

And what's not fit to tell ye : 
Oh ! the turn'd neck aUd fmooth white ikin 

Of lovely deareft Nelly I 
For many a fwain it well had been. 
Had me ne'er pafs'd by Calai-. 

For when as Nelly came to France^ 

(Invited by her coufins) 
Acrofs the Tuilleries each glance* 

Kill'd Frenchmen by whole dozens : 
The king, as he at dinner fate, 

Did beckon to his hujfar^ 
And bid him bring his tabby-cat, 

For charming Nell to bufs her* 

The 
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The ladies were with rage provok'd 

To fee her fo refpefted : 
The men look'd arch, as Nelly {kvo\iA^ 

And pufs her tail ere<3:ed. 
Jut not a man did look employ, 

Except on pretty Nelly :■ 
Then faid the duke de Filleroy^ 

Ah ! quelle efi bien jolie / 

Jut who's that gr^ve philofopher, 

That carefully looks a'ter ? 
Jy his concern it fhou'd appear, 

The fair one is his daughter. 
May foy! (quoth then a courtier fly,) 

He on his child does leer too: 
[ wifli lie has no mind to try 

What fomc papas will, here do. 

rhe courtiers all with one accord 

Broke out in Nelly % praifes, 
^dmir'd her rofey and lys fans farde^ 

(Which are your termes francoifes.) 
Then might you fee a painted ring 

Of dames that flood by Nelly ; 
She like the pride oi all the fpring, • 

And they likcjleurs ds falais. 

L 3 



\» 



ISO 



B A L t A t). 



In Marlh gu-dem, and St. Clou, 

I faw^ this charming Nelfy, 
Where fhamelcfs nymphs, exposed to view, 

Stand naked in each alley : 
But P^enus had a brazen face, 

Eioth at Verfailles and Meudon, 
Or elfc flic had refign*d her place, 

And left the ftone ftie flood on. 

Were Nellys figure mounted there, 

'Twould put down all th* Italian : 
Lord ! how thofe foreigners would flare f 

But I fhould turn Pygmalion : 
For fpite of lips, and eyes and mien. 

Me nothing can delight fo, 
As does that part that lies between 

Her left toe, and her right toe. 



* O f)E, 



* ODE, for Mufick. 

On the LONGITUDE. 
RECirATIFO. 

rH E longitude mi6*d on 
By Wicked TVill. JVhifton ; 
nd not better hit on 
(T good mafter Ditton, 

RirORNELLO. 

» 

80 Ditton and Whifton 
May both be bcp-ft on 3 
And Whifion and Ditton 
May both be befli-t on. 

Sing Ditton^ 
Bem-t on ; 
hxAWhiJlon, 
Bep-ft on. 

ing Ditton and WhifioHy 

And iVhiJion and Ditton.^ 
lefh-t and bcp-ft on, 

Bep-ft and befli-t on. 

Da Capo. 
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•EPIGRAM on the feuds abwt 
Handel and Bononcint. 

STRANGpI all this difference fliould 
^ be ' 
*Twixt tweed)e-^///w and twcedle-(/<?5 / 

* O N M R S. T O F T S. 

SO bright is thy beauty, fo charmingr 
thy fong, 
A-s had drawn both the beafts and their 

Orpheus along : 
Put fuch is thy gv'rice, and iuch is thy pride, 
That the beafts muft Jjaye ftarv'd, and the 
poet have cjy'd. 

* TWOOR THRlgjE; 

O R, A 

Receipt to mal^^ ^ CUCKOLD. 

TW O or thee v^ts, and two or three 
bows, 
Two or thr^e dvil things, two or three 

vows, 
Two or three kifles, with two or three fighs, 
Two or three J^fi^Jf^s and kt-me-dies. 
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Two br three fqueezes, and two or three 

towzes, 
(With two or three thoufand pound loft 

at their houfes) '' 

Can never fail cuckolding two or three 

Ipoufes. 



* 0// ^ LADY who p — t at the Tra- 
gedy of Gato ; occajioncd by an Epigram 
on a Lady who wept at it^ 

WHILE maudlin wbigs deplor'd their 
Cato's fate, 
3till with dry eyes the tory Celia fate : 
Put, while her pride forbids her tears to flow. 
The gufliing waters find a vent below : 
Tho' fecret, yet with copious grief fhe 

mourns, 
Like twenty river-gods with all their urns. 
Let others fcrew their hypocritick face, 
She fliews her grief in a fincerer place ; 
There nature reigns, and pafHon void of 

art ; 
fqx that road leads diredly to the heart. 

* E P I G R, A M- 



* E P I G R A M, 

In a Maid of Honour's Prayer-rook. 

WHEN IfraeTs daughters moum'd 
their paft offences. 
They dealt xnfachloth^ and tum*d cinder- 

wenches : 
But Richmond's fair ones never {poil their 

locks; 
They ufc white powder, and wear holland 

fmocks. 
O' comely church! where females find 

clean linen , 

As decent to repent in, as to ^ in. 

EPIGRAM. 

AS Thomas was cudgell'd onr day by 
his wife, 
He took to the ftreet, and fied for his life : 
TofTis three dearefl ^ends came by in the 

fquabble. 
And fav'd him at once from thcflarew and 

the rabble ; 
Then ventur'd to give him fome fober 

advice — 
But Tom is a pcrfon of honour fo nice, 
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Too wife to take counfel, too provid to take 

warning, 
That he fent to all three a challenge next 

morning ; 
Three duels he fought, thrifce vehttir'd his 

life; 
Went home, and was cudgeli'd again by 

his wife. 
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The Balance of Europe. 



NO W Europe % balanced, neither fide 
prevails ; 
For nothing's left in cither of the fcales. 



♦A 



* A 
PANEGYRICAL EPISTLE 

T O 

MR. TlHOMAS SNOW, 

Goldihiith, near Tcmple-bar j 

0(cajiori4 H his buying and felling ihe third South- 
Sea fubjcriptiom^ taken in by the DireSors at a 
tbouiand per cent *. 

DISDAIN not, Snowy my hypible 
v^rfe to hear ; 
Stick thy black pen a while behind thy car, 
Whether thy compter Ihinc with fwms un- 
told. 
And thy wide-grafping hand grows black 

with gold ; 
Whether thy mien ered, and fable locks, 
In crowds of brokers over-awe xkt flocks ; 
Sulpend the worldly bus'nefs of the day, 
And, to enrich thy mind, attend my lay. 

* In the year 1790 the capital at three rubfcriptiom } 

South-Sea company. Under pre- the firft at 300 /. fer cent. th« 

tence of paying the publick fecond at 400/. and a third 

debt, obtained an *St of par- at looo /. Such was the infa- 

liament for enlarging their ca- tuation of the time, that thefe 

pital, by taking mto it all the fubfcriptions were bought and 

debts of the nation incurred fold at exorbitant premiums, 

before the year 17 1 6, amount- fo that 100/. Seuth-Sea Hock 

to 31,664,551 /. Part of this fubfcribed at 1000/. was fold 

fum was fubfcribed into theif (ox IZPO I, in Exchange-alley. 
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O tkoii, whofe penetrative wifdom found 

The South-Sea rocks and flielves, where 
thoufands drown'd! 

Wh6ri Credit fiinkj and commerce gafping 
. lay, 

Thou ftood'ft : flo bill Was fent unpdd aWay. 

When not a guinea chink'd on * Martins 
boards, 

And * ApwHVs felf* Was drain'd of dl his 
hoards, 

Thou ftood'ft; an Indian king in fize 
and hue I 

Thy unexhaufted (hop was our Peru. 
Why did ^Change-alley wafte thy preci- 
ous hours 

Among the fools who gap'd for golden 
fhow'rs ? 

No wonder, if we find fome poets there, 

Who live on fancy, and can feed on air ; 

No wonder, they were caught by South- 
Sea fchemcs, 

Who ne'er enjoy'd a guinea, but in dreams ; 

No wonder, they their third fubfcriptions 
fold 

For millions of imaginary gold; 

* Names of eminent goMfmiths. 

No 
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No wonder, that their fancies wild can , 

frame 

Strange reafbnsythat a thing is flili the fame, \ 
Though chang'd throughout in lubftancel 

and in name. j 

But you (whofe judgment icoms poetick 

flights) 
With contrads fiimifli boys for paper kites. 
Let vultur Hopkins ftretch his rufty 

throat, 
Who ruins thoulands for a fingle groat : 
I know thou fcorn'fl his mean, his fordid 

mind ; 
Nor ' with ideal debts would'ft plague 

mankind. ^ ^ 

Madmen alone their empty dreams purfue, 
And flill believe the fleeting vifion true ; 
They fell the treafures which their flum- 

bers get, 
Then wake, and fancy all the world in debt* 
If to inflrud thee all my rcafbns fail. 
Yet be diverted by this moral tale. 

Through fam'd Moorfielcls extends a ipa- 
• cious feat. 
Where mortals of exalted wit retreat ; 
Where wrap'd in contemplation, and in 

ftraw. 
The wifer few from the mad world withdraw. 

There 
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There in full opulence a 6anker- dwclt^ 

Who all the joys and pangs of riches felt : 
^ His fide-boardgUtter a withimagin'dplate ; 
: j-And his proud fancy held a vaA eftate. 

As on a time he pafs'd the vacant hours 
S^jlnrailingpilesof fliaw and twifted bowxs, 
;. A poet entered of the neighbouring cell, 
:'. Arid with fix*d eye obferv*d the ftruifture 
'• well : 

: -jA iharpen*d ikpwYcrofs his bare fhoulders 

i. . bound 

A tatter'd rug, which dragged upon the 
:1; ground. 

^i'The banker cry'd, " Behold my caftle- 
i''- walls, 

p:ic My ftatucs, gardens,fountains, and canals, 
^f ** With land of more than twenty acres 
;'., " round! 

I- " All thefe I fell thee for ten thoufand pound. 
•:", The bard with wonder the cheap pur- 
i\ chafe faw, 

■ So fign'd the contract (as ordains the law.) 
; The banker's brain was cooFd; the mill 

grew clear ; 
The vifionary fcene was loft in air. 

■ He now the vanifli'd profpeft underftood, 
And fcarM the fancy'd bargain was not 

good: 



t6o EPISTLE to MR. THO. SNOW. 

Yet loth the fum intire fliould be deftroy'd, 
.** Give me a penny, and thy contrad'i 

" void." 
The ftartled bard with eye indignant 

frown'd: 
** Shall I, ye Gods, (he cries) my debts 

compound !" 
80 faying, from his rug the fkew'r he takes, 
And on the flick ten equal notches makes; 
With juft refentment flings it on the ground ; 
" There, take my * tally of ten thoufand 
pound." 



(( 



The SOUTH-SEA. 1711. 

YE wife philofophers ! explain 
What magickmake$ our money rife, , 
When dropt into the Southern main ?■ 
Or do thefe jugglers cheat our eyes ? 

Put in your money fairly told ; 

PreJ^o be gone — 'Tis here agen ; 
Ladies and gentlemen, behold. 

Here's ev'ry piece as big as ten. 

* Charles II, having bor- tin^ up the Exchequer^ Aftfc 

rowed a confiderable fuin, gave tallies were as much reduced 

tallies as a fecurity for the re- from their original v^lue, ai 

payment) but fooo after, ihut- the Smth'Sta had exceeded it 

Thus 
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Thus in a baTon drop a fhilling, 
Then fill the veflel to the brim ; 

Tou ihall oblerve, as you are filling. 
The pond'rous metal feems to fwim.. 

t rifes both in bulk and height j 
Behold it fwelling like a fop I 

The liquid medium cheats your fight j 
Behold it mounted to the top I 

n (lock three hundred thoufand pound ; 

I have in view a lord's eftate j 
iy manors all contiguous round ; 

A coach and fix, and ferv'd in plate. 

^hus the deluded bankrupt raves, 
Puts all upon a defp'rate bet ; 

Then plunges in the Southern waves, 
Dipt over head and cars— -in debt. 

^o, by a calenture mifled, 
The mariner with rapture Tees 

)n the fmooth ocean's azure bed 
Enamel'd fields, and verdant trees* 

Vith eager hafte he longs to rove 
In that fantaflick fcene, and thinks 

t muft be fome enchanted grove ; 
And in he leaps, and d<mn las ^rk^. 
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IVo hundred chariots, juft befpoke, 
Are funk in thefc devouring waves, 

The horfes drown'd, the harnefs broke ; 
And here the owners find their graves. 

Like Pharaoh, by direBors led, 

They with their fpoi/s went fafe before; 

His chariots, tumbling out the dead, 
Lay fhattcr'd on the Red-fea fliore. 

Raised up on hopes afpiring plumes. 
The young advcnt'rcr o'er the deep 

An eagle's flight and ftate afliimes. 
And fcorns the middle way to keep. 

On paper wings he takes his flight ; 

With wax the father bound them faftj 
The wax is melted by the height, 

And down the tow'ring boy is caft. 

His wings are his paternal rent ; 

He melts his wax at cv'ry flame j 
His credit funk, his money fpent, 

In Southern feas he leaves his name. 

Inform us, you that beft can tell. 

Why in your dang'rous gulph profound, 

Where liundreds and where tnoufands fell, 

Fools chiefly float, the wife are drown'd ? 

I So 
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!o have I feen from Severn s brink 
A flock oi geefeyim^ down together, 

!wim where the bird of Jove would fink, 
And fwimming never wet a feather. 

)ne fool may from another win, 
And then get off with money ftor'd: 

5ut, iiiijharper once comes in, 
He throws at all, and fweeps the board, 

Vs fi/hes on each other ptey, 

The great ones fwaU'vdng up the fmall ; ' 
!o fares it in the Southern fea ; 

The whale direBors eat up alL 

A^hen Jiock is high, they come between, 
Making by fecond-hand their offers ; 

Then cunningly retire unfeen, 
With each a million in his coffers* 

Jo, when upon a moon-fliine night 
An afs was drinking at a ftream, 

K cloud arofc, and ftopt the light 
By intercepting ev'ry beam. 

The day of judgment will be foon, 
(Cries out a fage among the crowd j) 

\n afs hath fwallow'd up the moon : 
The moon lay fafe behind the cloud. 

M 2 iasAj, 
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* Nmi) buryd in the depth beloWy 
Now mounted up to heavn ageny 

They real and Ji agger to arid fro^ 
At their wits end, like drunken men. 

Mean time fecurc on + Carrway cliffs 
A favage race, by rtiipwrecks fed, 

Lie waiting, for the founder'd {kifFs, 
And ftrip the bodies of the dead. 

While fome build caftles in the air, 
DireElors build them in the feas : 

Suhfcrihers plainly fee 'em there ; 

For fools will fee, as wife men pleafe. 

'J'hus oft by mariners arc fhcwn 
(Unlefs the men of Kent are liars) 

Earl Godwin s caftles overflown, 

And palace-roofs, and fteeplc-fpires, 

Mark where the fly direElors creep, 
Nor to the fhore approach too nigh I 

'J he monfters neftle in the deep 
To fcizc you in your pafling by. 

• J'fiilm cvii, -f Coffcc-houfc in Change-alUj, 
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Then, like the dogs of jN^iky be wife, 
Who, taught by inftind how to fhun 

i'he crocodile that lurking lies, 
Run as they drink, and drink and run. 

4nt(Bus could by magick charms 
Recover ftrength whene'er he fell : 

ilcidei held him in his arms, 
And fent him up in air to hell. 

OireSiors thrown into the fea 
Recover ftrength and vigour there ; 

Jut may be tam'd another way, 
Sufpended for a while in air. 

)h I may fome Weftern tempeft fweep 
Thefe locujis, whom our fruits have fed. 

That plague, dire&ors^ to the deep, 
Driv'n from the South-fea to the Red! 

vlay he, whom nature's laws obey, 
Who lifts the poor, and Jinks the proud, 

^iet the raging of the fea. 
And Jlill the madnefs of the crowd ! 

3ut never fhall our ifle have reft, 
Till thefe devouring fwine run down, 

^The devils leaving the pojfejij 
And headlong in the waters drowtv. 

M 4 "^V^ 
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The nation then too late will find, 
Computing all their coft and trouble, 

DireBors promiferbut wind, 

South- Jea at bcft a njighty bubble. 

apparent rari nantes in gurgite vafioy 

Arma virunty (abulaque^ et Troiagaza 

per undas, Virg. 

♦ A BALLAD ON QUADRILLE. 

L 

WH E N as corruption hence did go, 
And left the nation free j 
When ay faid ay^ and no faid w, 

Without a place or fee ; 
Then Satan^ thinking things went ill, 
Sent forth his fpirit call'd ^adrille^ 
^adrilky ^adri/le, etg, 

IL 

Kings, queens, and knaves made up his pack, 
And four fair fuits he wore ; 

His troops they are with red and black 
All blotch'q and fpotted o'er ; 

And ev'ry houfe, go where you will. 

Is haunted by the imp ^adrilk, etc. 
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IIL 

Siire cards he has for ey'jgr thing, 
Which wdl court-cards they name ; . 

And, flatefman-Hke, calls in the king 
To help out a bad game : 

But, if the parties manage ill, 

The king is forc*d to lofe Codille, etc. 

IV. 

When two and two were met of old. 
Though they ne*er meant to marry, 

They were in Cupid's books enroU'd, 
And call'd ^ party quarree: 

But now, meet when and where you will, 

A party quarree is ^adrille^ etc. 

V. 

The conunoner, and knight, the peer. 

Men of all ranks and fame. 
Leave to their wives the only care 

To propagate their name ; 
And well that duty they fulfil. 
When the good hufband's at ^adrUU^ etc. 

VI. 

When patients lie in piteous caie, 

' In comes the apothecary ; 
And to the dodor cries, alas I \ 

JVfi^ Jei^es fuadrillare* 'W^ 
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The patient dies without a pill ; 

For why ? the dodor's at ^adrille^ etc. 

VIL 

Should Trance and Spain again grow loud, 
The Mufcovite grow louder ; 

Britain to curb her neighbours proud 
Wou'd want both ball and powder ; 

Mud want both fword and gun to kill ; 

For why ? the gen'ral's at ^adrille, etc. 

vm. 

The king of late drew forth his Iword, 
(Thank God 'twas not in wrath) 

And made of many a fquire and lord 
An unwafli'd knight of Bath : 

What are their feats of arms and fkill ? 

They're but nine parties at ^adrilUy etc. 

IX. 

A party late at Camhray met, 
Which drew all Europe s eyes ; 

'Twas call'd in Poji-boy and Gazette 
The quadruple allies : 

But fomebody took fomething ill. 

So broke this party at ^adrille^ etc. 
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X. 

And now, God fave this noble realm, 
And God fave eke Hanover j 

And God fave thofe who hold the helm, 
When as the king goes over : 

But let the king go where he will. 

His fubjedts mull play at ^adrilky "* 
^adrille^ Suadrille^ etc. 

* MOLLY MOG: 

OR, THE 

The Fair Maid of the Inn *, 

SAYS my uncle, I pray you difcover 
What hath been the caufe of your woes, 
Why you pine, and you whine, like a lover? 
I've feen Molly Mog of the Roje, 

O nephew ! your grief is but folly ; 

In town you may find better prog ; 
Half a crown there will get you a Mollys 

A Molly much better than Mog, 

* The Rafi Inn at Ockingbam in Btrkfltirti 
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When flie fmiles on each gueft, like her 
liquor, 

Then jealoufy fets me agog ; 
To be fure fhe's a bit for the vicoTy 

And fo I fhall lofe Molly Mog» 

* ^ New Song of New Similies, 

MY paffion is as muftard ftrong ; 
I fit all fober fad, 
Dnmk as a piper all day long, 
Or like a March hare mad. 

Round as a hoop the bumpers flow ; 

I drink, yet can't forget her ; 
For, though as drunk as David's fbw, 

I love her ftill the better. 

Pert as a pear-monger I'd be, 

If Molly were but kind ; 
Cool as a cucumber could fee 

The reft of woman-kind. 

Like a ftuck pig I gaping ftare, 
And eye her o'er and o'er ; 

Lean as a rake with fighs and care. 
Sleek as a moufe before. 
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Plump as partridge was I known, 

And foft as lilk my flcin ; 
My cheeks as fat as butter grown ; 

But as a groat now thin I 

I melancholy as a cat 

Am kept awake to weep ; 
But (he, infenfible of that, 

Sound as top can fleep. 

Hard is her heart as flint or ftone; 

She laughs to fee me pale. 
And merry as a grig is grown. 

And briik as bottled ale. 

The God of love at her approach 

Is bufy as a bee I 
Hearts found as any bell or roach 

Are fmit, and figh like me. 

Ay me ! as thick hops or hail, 
The fine men crowd about her: 

But foon as dead as a door-nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 

Strait as my leg her fhape appears ; 

O were we join'd together I 
My heart would be fcot-free from qarcs, 

And lighter than a feather. 



176 A SONG OF SIMILIE9. 

As fine as five-pence is her mien; 

No drum was ever tighter ; 
Her glance is as the razor keen^ 

And not the fun is brighter. 

As foft as pap her kifles are ; 

Methinks I tafte them yet ; 
Brown as a berry is her h^r, 

Her eyes as black as jet. 

As fmooth as glafs, as white as qurds> 
Her pretty hand invites ; , 

Sharp as a needle are her words; 
Her wit like pepper bites. 

Briflc as a body-loufe flie trips. 

Clean as a penny dreft ; 
Sweet as a rofe her breath and lips, 

Round as the globe her breaft. 

Full as an egg was I with glee, 

And happy as a king : 
Good lord 1 how all men envy'd me I 

She lov'd like any thing. 

But falfe as hell, Ihe, like the wind, 
Chang'd, as her fex muft do ; 

Though feeming as the turtle kind. 
And like the gpfpel true. 
I 



IC 
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If I and Molly could. agree, 

Let who would take Peru t 
Great as an emp'ror fhpuld I be, 

And richer than a Jew, 

Till yoii grow tender as a chick, 

I'm dull as any poll : 
Let us like burs together ftick, 

And warm as any toaft. 

Vou'U know me truer than a dye, 

And wiih me better fped, 
Flat as a flounder wheri I lie. 

And as a herring dead. 

Sure as a gun, fhe'U drop a tear. 

And Agh perhaps, and wifh. 
When I am rotten as a pear, 

And mute as any fifh. 



N 'NEW- 



* NEWGATE'S GARLAND: 

Beir.^/ a new ballad^ fljcwing hew Mr. Jona- 
than Wild's throat was cut from ear to 
ear with a penknife hji Mr. Blake, aliai 
Bluf.flcin, the hold hi'/^hwaymany as he ftod 
at his trial in the Old-Baily, 1725. 

To tki: Tune of' the (Jut-purfe. 

I. 

YE gallants of Nf.wgaie^ whofe fingers 
arc J lice 
In diving in pockets, or cogging of dice; 
Ye fliarpers forich, wlu) caabuyoff the noofe, 
Ye honeftcr poor rogues, who die in your fliocs, 
Attend and draw near, 
G<xxl ntws ye fl)all hear, 
How yonathafis throiit was ciit from carto 

ear. 
How Blu('Jkin\ /luirp penknife hath fet you at 

cafe, 
Andcv'ry man round n\i- may rob, if hepleafc 

W. 
When to the G/d liaily iliis Bluejkin was led, 
>[cheldiipliis};and; hisindidmcntwasread; 
Loud rattled hi:, chains; near him yonatban 

Rood ; 
i'or fu II forty pou nd r. was th c price of his blood. 
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Then, hopelefs of life, 

He (kew his penknife. 
And made a fad widow o{ Jonathans wife. 
But forty pounds paid her her grief fhall ap- 

peafe; 
And ev'ry mail round me may rob, if he pleafe. 

in. 

Some fay there are courtiers of higheft renown, 
Who fteal the king's gold, and leave him 

but a cf'Ofwn : 
Some fay there are peers, and fome parlia- 
ment-men, 
Who meet once i year to rob courtiers agen, 
Let them all take their fwing 
To pillage the king, 
And get a blue ribbon, inftead of a firing. 
Now Bluejkins fharp pcrjcnifc hath fet you 

at cafe ; 
And ev'ry man round me may rob, if heplcafe* 

IV. 

iCnaves of old, to hide guilt by their cun- 
ning inventions, 

Call'd briberies grants, and plain robberies 
penfions: 

Phy ficians and lawyers (who take their degree* 

Tdbelcamedroguesjcairdtheirpilfeim^'teRs.. 

,N 2 ^vcvoi 
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Since this liappy day 

Now ev'ry man may 
Rob (as fafe as in ofHce) upon the highway. 
For Bluejkins fharp penknife hath fet you 

at eafe ; 
Andev'ry man round me mayrob^ if hepleafe. 

V. 

Some cheat in the cu ftoms, fome robthe ezcife; 
But he who robs both is efteemed mod wife. 
Church-wardens, too prudent to hazard the 

halter, 
As yet only venture to fteal from the altar. 
But now to get gold, 
They may be more bold, 
And rob on the highway, lince yonathant 

cold : 
For Bluejkifis ibarp penknife hath fet you 

at eafe ; 
And ev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleafe. 

VI. 

Some by publick revenues, which pafs'd 

through their hands, 
Have purchas'd clean houfes, and bought 

dirty lands : 
Some to fteal from a charity think it no fin, 
Which at home (fays the proverb) doesalwayt 

begin. But, 
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Put, if ever you be 
Aflign'd a truftee, 
Treat not orphans like mafters of the 
chancery ; 

But take the highway, and more honeftly 

feize ; 
Forev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleafe* 

Vil. 

What a pother has here been with Wood 
and his brafs, 

Who would modeftly make a few half-pen- 
nies pafs ! 

The patent is good, and the precedent's old, 

For Diomede changed his copper for gold : 
But, if Ireland Atfyik 
The new half-pennies^ 

With more fafety to rob on the road I ad^ 
vife : 

For Bluejkins fharp penknife hath fet thee 
at eafe; 

Andev'ry man round me may rob, if he pleafe, 
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PROMETHEUS. 

On Wocd * the patentce*s Irijh half-fence. 
Written in the Year 1724. 

I. 

S when the Tquire and tinker, IVood^ 



A 



-*- Gravely confulting Ireland^ s'^oodiy 
'lopicther mingled in a mafs 
!j!iit!i'ti duft, and copper, lead, and brafs; 
"i he mixture thus by chymick art 
I :i!tcd clofe in evVy part, . 
Ill fillets roird, or cut in pieces, 
Appear'd like one continu'd fpccies ; 
And, by the forming engine ftruck. 
On all tlie fame imprcflion fluck. 

hJo, to confoimd tliis hated com. 
All parties and religions join 5 . . 
IVbigs, TorieSf Trimmers^ Hanoverums^ 
^takers y Conformijlsy Presbyieriam^^ 
Scoichy Irip, Evglijhy French unite, ' 
With t.qual inCrcfty equal fpight j 
'J'o^^cthcr mingled in a lump, ... 
Do all in one opinion jump ; 
And cv'ry one begins to find 
7 he lame imprefTion on his mind. 

A n range event I wliom gold incites 
'Jo blt.'od and quarrels, brafs imites: 

* See an Account of IP'atXt projc^l in the Drapiir's letters. 

Vol. X. 80 
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So, goldfmiths fay, the coarfeft ftufF 
"Will ferve for folder well enough ; 
So by the kettles loud alarm 
The bees are gather'd to 2kfwarm : 
So by the brazert trumpet's blufter 
Troops of all tongues and nations mufter: 
And fo the. Aarp of Ireland brings 
Whole crowds about its brazen Jtrin^s. 

• II. 

There is a chain let down from 'Jove^ 
But faften'd to his throne above, 
So ftrong, that from the lower end, 
They fay, all human things depend. 
This chain, as ancient poets hold, 
When Jove wa& young, was made of gold, 
Prometheus once this chain pufloin'd,. 
Diffolv'd, and into ntoney coined 5 
Then whips mc on a chain of brais : 
(Venus * was brib'd to let it pafs;) 

Now, while this brazeii ch^in pretr^'dy ' 
^we faw that all devotion' fail'd,; ; ' 
No temple to his ^ Godflatp tais d ; 
No facrifica dJt altars •bi^d' ;- ' ' 
In fhort, fiflch dire confic^bn foilow'dy 
Earth m-dft have- been ia cI^kigs fwallow'd. 

1 ■ » I * .' : 

•• . ■ ' ' - ». . . 

* A* great la iy was (kid to have been bribed by TVood. 

V. 

N 4. "^^^ 
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Jove flood amaz'd ; but, looking round, 
With much ado the cheat he found ; 
'Twas plain he cou'd no longer hold 
The world in any chain but gold ; 
And to the God of wealth, his brother. 
Sent Mercury to get another. 

Prometheus on a rock is laid, 
Ty'd with a chain himfclf had made, 
On icy Caucafus to fhiver. 
While vulturs eat his growing liver. 

III. 

Ye pow'rs of Grubjireet^ make me able 
Difcreetly to apply this fable ; 
Say, who is to be underftood 
By that old thief Prometheus f Wood. 
For 'Jwe-i it is not hard to gucfs him ; 
I mean his Majefty, God hlefs him. 
This thief and blackfmith was fo bold, 
He ftrovc to ftcal that chain of gold, 
Which links the fubjcd to the king. 
And change it for a brazen ftring. 
But fure, if nothing elfe mufl pais 
Between the king and us, but brafs, 
Although the chain will never crapk> 
Yet our devotion may grow flack. 

But Jove will foon convert, Jf hope, 
This brazen chain into a rope j 

With 
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^Vith which Prometheus fliall be ty'd, 
And high in air for ever ride ; 
Where, if we find his liver grows, 
For want ofi vulturs, we have crows. 

*STREPHON and FLAVIA. 

WJ T H ev'ry lady in the land 
Soft Strephon kept a pother ; 
One year he languiih'd for one hand. 

And next year for tlie other. 
Yet, when his love the fhepherd told 

To Flcpvia fair and coy, 
Rffcrv'd, demure, than fnow more cold, 

She fcorn'd the gentle boy. 
Latj? at a ball he own'd his pain : 

Shp blijfh'd, and frown'd, and fwore, 
WitI} all the marks of high difdain, 

Sne'd never hear him more. 
The fwain perfifted ftill to pray, 

The nymph ftill to deny ; 
At laft fhe vow'd fhe wou'd not ftay ; 

He fwore fhe ihou'd not fly. 
Enrag'd, flic call'd her footman ftrait, 

And rufli'd from out the room, 
Drove to her lodging, lock'd tlie gate, 

And lay with Ralph at home. 
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THIS day (the year I dare not 
tell) 

j4pollo phy'd the midwife's part ; 
Into the world Corinna fell, 

And he cndow'd her with his art. 
But Cupid with a Satyr comes ; 

Bf)th foftly to the cradle creep ; 
Both flrokc her hands, and rub her 
gtims, 

While the poor child lay faft aflccp. 
'Jhcn Cupid thus ; This little maid 

Of love fhall always fpcak and write : 
And I pronounce (the Hatyr faid) 

'J'hc wf)rld fhall feel her fcratch and bite. 
} for talent flie difplay'd betimes ; 

For in twice twelve revolving moons 
She fccm'd to laugh and fquawl in rhymes, 

And all her gcflurcs were lampoons. 
At fix years old the fubtlc jade 

Stole to the pantry-door, and found 
The butler with my lady's maid ; 

And you may fwear the talc went round. 
She made a fong, how little mifs 

Was kifs'd and flobbcrVI by a lad ; 
And how, when mafter went to p — , 

Mifs came, and peep*d at all he Jiad". 

' At 
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kt twelve a wit and a coquettie; 

Marries for love, half whore, half Mife ; 
Cuckolds, elopes^ and runs in debt ; 

Turns auth'refs,. and is CurlTs for life, 
ler common^place^book all gallant is. 

Of icandal ho(W a cornucopia ; 
he pours it out iix * Atalatttisy 

Or memoirs of the-TVJw Utopia, 

"THE 

QjyiDNiJNCKrS: ' 

4 Tale oQcafiond by the Death of the Duke, 
Recent of France. 

HOW vain ja-e mortal man's endea- 
vour's I . . ^ 
Said, at + dame Elledis^ matter Tr — s) 
Good Orleans dead \ in truth 'tis hard : 
Oh I may all ftatefmen die prepared ! 
[ do forefee (and for forefeeing 
He equals any man in being) 
The arniy ne'er can be diflbanded. 
— I wifh the king were fafely landed. 

• The jfwlanih was writ- genteel appearance^ and good 

eit by Mr*. Memlty ; and may jiddreft. 

>e confulercd as a pander fpr t CofFeC'Iwufe n^nur St. 

:ke ftewd, who gains admit- 'Jamtt^i. 
:ancc into good company by » 
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Ah friends! great changes threat the land! 
All France and Enriand at a ftand ! 
There's M€rerur<is — mark ! ftrangc work ! 
And there's the Czar^ and there's the7«ri— 
The Pope — An /ntt^-merchant hy 
Cut ihort the Tpeech with this reply : 

All at a ftand? you fee great changes? 
Ah, fir ! you never (aw the Ganges : 
There dwells the nation of SfuufnuftcktSf 
(So Monomotapa calls monkies :) 
On either bank, from bough to bough, 
They meet and chat (as we may now.) 
Whifpers go round* they grin, they fhnig, 
They bow, they fnarl, they fcratch,they hug; 
And, juft as chance or whim provoke them. 
They either bite their friends, or ftroke them, 

There have I fccn fomc adive prig, 
To fhew his parts, beftride a twig : 
Lord! how the chattVing tribe admire I 
Not that he's wifcr, but he's higher : 
All long to try the vcntVous thing, 
(For pow'r is but to have one's fwing.) 
From Ade to fide he fprings, he fpums, 
And bangs his foes and friends by turns. 
Thus as in giddy freaks he bounces, 
Crack goes the twig, and in he flounces ! 
Down the fwift ftream the wretch is borne | 
Never, ah never, to return ! 

3 Z~T</j / 
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Z — ds! what a fall had our dear brother! 
Morbleu I cries one ; and damme^ t'other. 
The nation gives a gen'ral fcreech ; 
None cocks his tail, none claws his breech; 
Each trembles for the publick weal, 
And for a while forgets to fteal. 

A while all eyes intent and fteddy 
Purfue hun whirling down the eddy : 
But, out of mind when out of view, 
Soiiie other mounts the twig a-nev^ ; 
And bus'nefs on each monkey fliore 
RuAs the fame track, it run before. 

*AYANDNO: 
A FABLE. 

IN fable all things hold difcourfe ; 
Then words^ no doubt, muft talk of 

courfe. 
Once on a time, near Channel-row *, 
Two hoftile adverbs, ay and no. 
Were haft'ning to the field of fight, 
And front to front ftood oppofite. 
Before each gen'ral join'd the van, 
Ay, the more courteous knight, began : 

* Cbamel-rtw is a dirty ftreet near the parliament-houfe, 
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Stop, pceviili particle, beware I 
Tm told you arc not fuch a bear. 
But fometimes j/W, when offer d fair, \ 
Suffer yon' folks a while to tattle ; 
*Tis wc who niuft decide the battle. 
"Whene'er we war on yoiuler ftage 
With various fate and equal rage, 
The nation trembles at each blow, 
I'hat no gives ay^ and ay gives no: 
Yet in cxpenfive long contention 
We gain nor office, grant, or penfion : 
Why then Hjou'd kinsfolks quarrel thus? 
(For tnco ol you make om of m *.) 
To foni(r wife ftatefnian let us go, 
Wliere each his proper tfe may know: 
He may athuit. ivvo fuch commanders, 
Andmakerhofewnit vvlio ferv'din Flanden. 
Let's (juartcr on a great man's tongue, 
A treas'ry lord, not mafler T—g, 
Obfcqiii<Mi', at lu's high command 
yly (liali march forlli to tax the land. 
ImjKachmciit;, m can beft refift, 
And ay fupport ihc civil lift ; 
yfy quick a'j Cafar wins the day ; 
And /Wy h'kc Vahlus^ by delay. 
SoiJKtimcv, in nuitnal fly dilguife, 
Let ays^ fccni noSy and nos fcem Fs ; 

* I.'t /.V-///Z' I'.vo (;'•: :.f:v'c"; r.i;.k( an anirn;:ttivc. 
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Ay 5 be in courts denials meant, 
And no 5 in bifhops give confent. 

Thus /ij' propos'd — and for reply 
Na for the nrft time anfwer'd /. 
They parted with a thousand kifles, 
And fight e'er lince for fay^ like Swijfes. 

P H I L L I S: 

OR, THE 

PROGRESS OF LOVE. 

Written in the Year 1716. 

DEfponding Phillis was endu'd 
With ev'ry talent of a prude : 
She trembled when a man drew near ; 
Salute her, and (he tum*d her ear ; 
If o'er againft her you were plac'd, 
She durft not look above your waift : 
She'd rather take you to her bed, 
Than let you fee her drefs her head : 
In church you hear her, thro' the crowd, 
Repeat the abfoluthn loud ; 
In church, fecure behind her fan, 
She di^rft behold that monfter man ; 
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There pra^tis'd how to place hcf head, 
And bit her lips to make them red ; 
Or, on the mat devoutly kneeling, 
Wou'd lift her eyes up to the cieling, 
And heave her boibm unaware. 
For neighboring beaux to fee it bare. 
At length a lucky lover came. 
And found admittance to the dame. 
Suppofe all parties now agreed. 
The writings drawn, the lawyer fee'ci, 
The vicar and the ring befpoke : 
Guefs, how could fuch a match be broker 
See then what mortals place their blifs in I 
Next morn betimes the bride was mifUng : 
The mother fcream'd, the father chid j 
Where can this idle wench be hid ? 
No news of P6i// the bridegroom caxaty 
And thought his bride had fculk'd for (hame; 
Bcaufe her father us'd to fay 
The girl bad Jucb a bafiful wajfi 

Now Jobn the butler muft be fcrit 
To learn the road that Pbillis went. 
The groom was wifh'd to faddle Crop ; 
For John muft neither light, nor ftop, 
But find her, wherefoe'cr (he fled, 
And bring her back, alive or dead. 

See here again the devil to do ; 
For truly Jobn was mifUng too : 

The 



The horfe and pillion both were gone f 
PhilHsy it feiems, was fled With John. 
Old madam, who went up to find 
What papers Pbil had left behind, 
A letter on the toilet fees, 
To My much honour d father— -^<d^^ 
('Tis always done, romances tell us, 
When -daughters run awayVith fellows) 
Fill'd with the choiceft common-places. 
By others us'd in the like cafes. 
That long ago z. fortune-teller 
Exadly faid what now befel her ; 
And in d glafs had made her fee 
Kferving-man of lonjo degree. 
It was her fate^ muft be forgiven j 
For marriaget were made in heaven : 
His pardon begg'd ; but, to be plain. 
She'd dot^ if 'twere to do again i 
Thank'd Gody ''tvtz&neitherjhafne norfin\ 
For John was come oi honeji kin. 
Love never thinks of rich and poor : 
She'd beg with John from door to door, 
** For^ve her, if it be a crime ; 
** She'll never do't another time. 
** She ne'er before in all her life 
** Once dilbbey'd him, maid nor wife* 
** One argument (he fumm'd up sJl in, 
** The thing was done^ and pafi reca^ing\ 
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" And therefore hop'd (he fhould recover 
" His favour, when his paffions over. 
" She vahi'd not wliat others thought her, 
" And was — his f/wji obedient daughter!' 

Fair maidens, all attend the mufe, 
Who now the wand'ring pair purfues : 
Away they rode in homely fort, 
Their journey }ong, their money ftiort ; 
The loving couple well bemir'd j 
']'hc horfe and both the riders tir'd ; 
'J'heir vicfhials bad, their lodging worfe; 
Phil cry'd, and John began to curfe : 
Phil wifli'd, that flie had'ftrain'd a hmb, 
When firfl Ihe ventur'd out with him j 
Johfi wifli'd, that he had broke a leg, 
When firft for her he quitted Pe7. 

But what adventures more befel 'cm, 
The mufe hath now no time to tell 'em: 
How y(?^7«y wheedled, threaten'd, fawn'd, 
Till Phillis all her trinkets pawn'd : 
How oft fhe broke her marriage vows 
In kindnefs to maintain her fpoufe, 
'J 'ill fvvains unwholcfome fpoil'd the trade} 
iu)r now the furgeons muft be paid, 
'\o whom thofe perquifites are gone, 
In chriftian juftiee due to John. 

When food and raiment now grewfcarce, 
Fate put a period to the farce, • 

And 
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And with exad poetick juftice ; 
For yohnk landlord, Phillis hoflefs : 
They keep at Staines the Old Blue Boar, 
Are cat and ddg, and rogue and whore. 

THE 

PROGRESS OF POETRY. 

TH E farmer's goofe, who in the 
rfubble 
Has fed without reftraint or trouble, 
Grown fat with corn, and fitting ftill, 
Can fcarce get o'er the barn-door fill ; 
And hardly waddles forth to cool 
Her belly in the neighb'ring pool ; 
Nor loudly cackles at the door ; 
For cackling Ihews the goofe is poor. 

But, when fhe muft be turn'd to graze, 
And round the barren common ftrays. 
Hard exercife and harder fare ' 

Soon make my dame gi-ow lank and fpare : 
Her body light, fhe tries her wings, 
And fcoms the ground, and upward fprings j 
While all the parifh>^as fhe flies. 
Hear founds harmonious from the fkies. 

Such is the poet frefh in pay, 
(The third night's profits of his play;) 

o 2 v:\% 
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His morning-draughts 'till noon can fWill 
Among his brethren of the quill : 
With good roaft beef his belly full, 
Grown lazy, foggy, fat, and dull. 
Deep funk in plenty and delight. 
What poet e'er could take his flight ? 
Or, fluff'd with phlegm up to the throat, 
What poet e'er could iing a note ? 
Nor Pegafus could bear the load 
Alotig the high celeftial road ; 
The need, opprefs'd would br^ik his girth 
To raife the lumber from the earth. 

But view him in another icene, 
When all his drink is Hippocrene, 
His money fpent, his patrons fail, 
His credit out for cheefe and ale ; 
His two-years coat fo fmooth and bare. 
Through ev'ry thread it lets in air ; 
With hungry meals his body pin'd. 
His guts and belly full of wind ; 
And, like a jockey for a race. 
His flefli brought down to flying cafe : 
Now his exalted fpirit loaths 
Incumbrances of food and cloaths j 
And up he rifes, like a vapour, 
Supported high on wings of paper; 
He fpging flies, and flying nngs, 
While from below all Grubjireet rings. 

THE 



THE 

PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 

[TTHEN firft Dtam \ca.ye& her bed, 
▼V Vapours and fleams her look 

difgrace, 
I frowzy dirty-eolour'd red 
Sits on her cloudy wrinkled face : 

Jut by degrees, wheii mounted high 

Her artificial face appear^ 
)own from her win49\ir ^n the iky, 

Her fpots are gone, her vifage clears. 

Twixt earthly females and the moon 

All parallels exadly run : 
f Ce/ia fhould appear too foon, 

Alas, the nymph would be undioue 1 

To fee her from her pillow rife, 
All reeking in a clotic^Keam, 

Drack'd lips, foul teeth, and gunuayeye?. 
Poor Strepfjony how wou dhe bljifpiqne I 

Three colours, black, and red, arid wjiite, 
So gracefid in thei? proper place, 

lemove tji^ to a din rqi^t (cite. 
They io^,a jfrightfx^l iideqvjs fece : 



oj 



■^ot 



198 THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 

For inftantrc, when the lily fkips 
Into the precinds of the rofe, 

And takes poflefllon of the lips, ; 
Leaving the purple to the noCc. 

So Cella went entire to bed, ., 

All her complexion fafe and. found ; 

But, when fhe rofe, white, blackj and red, 
Though ilill in fight, had changed theif 
ground. 

The black, which would not be confined, 
A more inferior flation feeks. 

Leaving the fiery red behind, 

And mingles in her muddy cheeks. 

But Celia can with cafe reduce^ 

Bv help of pencil, paint, and brufh, 

Each colour to its place and ufe, - 
And teach her cheeks ag^ to blufh. 

She knows her early felf no more ; 

But fiird with admiration flands. 
As other painters oft adore 

The workmanfhip of their own hands. 

Thus, after four important hours, 
Celiacs the wonder of her fcx : 
Say, which amon^ xh& heav'nly powVs 
Could cauftf {\ic\v rcvan«^o>3& ^s,^\ 
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Venusy indulgent to her kind, 

Gave women all their hearts could 
wifh, . 
When firft ftie taught them where to find 

White lead and * Lujitanian difh. 

Love >vith white lead cements his wings ; 

White lead was fent us to repair 
Two brighteft,, brittleft, earthly things, 

A lady's face, and China ware. 

She ventures now to lift the fafli ; 

The window is her proper fphere : 
Ah lovely nymph! be not too ralh. 

Nor let the beaux approach too near : 

Take pattern by ycmr Jifler ftar; 

Delude at orice, and blefs our fight; 
When youare feen, befeen fi-om far, 

And chiefly chufe tO:fhine by night. 

But art no longer can prevail. 
When the materials all are gone ; 

The befl mechanic hand mufl fail. 
Where nothing's left to work upon. 

• Portugal. 

O 4 TAatttf. 
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Mattery as wife logicians (ay, 
Cannot without a form fubiift 5 

And form, (ay I, as well at they, 
^Juft fail, if matter bring* no grift. 

And this is fair Dianas cafe ; 

For all aftrologcrs maintain, 
Each night a bit drops off her fkce» 

When mortals hy (he's in her wane : 

While * Partridge wifely flicws the caufc 
Efficient of the moon's decay, 

That Cancer with his poi»'no\|s ^Uw9 
Attacks her in the milky fie^ ; 

But Gadbury^ in art profound* 

From her pale checks pretends to fliew, 
That fwain Endytmon % is not found} 

Or elfe that Mtrcurys her fqc. 

But, let the caufe be what it wi^ 
In half a month fhe looks fo thin. 

That Flamjlead can, with all his (Hill* 
Sec but her forehead and her chin. 



* Ptrtrtdgi and Otdbury herd, of whom Hiaiki VM 
wrote each an epboiKa*. fa;^ac^tp]itm»tm9Pi* 

Yet 
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Yet, as {he waftes, Aie grows dfoect, 
'Till midnight newr fhews herhead : 

So rotting Cgita ^<des die ftreet, 
When ^bber foiks ai^e all a-bed : 

For fure, if ^ts be Luna^s fatje, , 
Poor €eliay but of mootal race^ 

lo Yjdn eixpfi^ a longer date . 
To the materials <? hr ;fece. 

When ikr?r<:iff3j' ier^^et maw^. 
To think of biad^^lead combs is vain ; 

No painting canrpiibor^ a »^, ; 
Nor will her fegt^ fseOfliB J^ain* 

Ye pdw*r?, whp.^QYPr iovept^del 
Since mortal be»u|ie& dr^ fo (bon, , 

If you would %^^ w well fiipply'd, 
SendusT^^nyxnpi^ witheaoh^^ivmooD. 

PETflOX THE GREAT. 

FRQM Fmtts\fox^y thy beauty fliows ; 
Put w;ho thy !^iiier, no vai&xi knows ; 
Nor can the ilcilnil herald trace 
The founder <£■ tfty^ iuicient race: 

Whether 
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Whether thy temper, full of fire, 
Difcovers Vukan for thy fire, 
The God who made Scamander boil, 
And round his margin fing'd the foil, . 
From whence, philofophers agree, 
An equal pow'r defcends to thee : 
Whether from dreadful Mars you claim 
The high defcent from whence you came. 
And, as a proof, fhew numVous fears 
By fierce encounters made in wars, 
Thofe hoftourable wounds you bore 
From head to foot, and all before ; 
And ftill the bloody fidd frequent. 
Familiar ih eaeh leader's tent : 
Or whether, as the learn'd contend. 
You from the 'neighb'ririlg'GW defcchd ; 
Or from * Partbenope)^t pr0ud, '"'"''' 
Where ritiinberlefs thy vbt'ries crbyrd':; 
Whether thy great forefathers c£ime ' 
From realms that bear Vefputids name ; 
For fo conjcdVers wpi^ld obtrude-,;- • t ■ 
And from tfiy painted fkin conclude : 
Whether,, as Epicurus {Hoxms^ 
The world from juftling feeds arofej 
Which, mingling with prolifick ibrif^ 
In chaos, kindled intp. life ; 

• Naples. 
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So your produdion was the fame. 
And from cpntending atoms cahie. 

Thy fair indulgent ftiother crowh'd 
Thy head ^idth'^parkIing tutiiesrounfl: 
Beneath'thy! decent fteps the roaid . : 
Is all "v^fith prtciptis" jewels ftrbw'd. 
The * bird of PaM 'knoy/s 'his poflr, 
Tliee to attend, Vfiefe-e'er thou go'ft. 
■ Byzantians bbaftj that on thexlod. 
Whei^e atCQ xh<s^r fultan s horie hath trod, 
Gicr^t heither gtafs, nor flirub,^ nor tree: 
The fame thy mbjeds boaft of thee. 

The greateft 16lrd, when yo]a appear, 
Will deign your livery to wear, . 
In all the various' colours fegn '. 
Of red, and yellow, blue, ah<I', green. ' 

With half a wprd, when you' require. 
The man of bus'riefs muft retire. 

The haughty mihifter of ftkt^ 
With trembling muft thy leifure wait ; . 
And, while his fate is in thy hands, 
The bqs'hefs of the nation uands, 

Thou'.darft thfe greateft prinjce iEittack, 
Can'ft hourly fet hirii on the rack, 
And, as an inftance of thy pow*r, 
|ncl6fe him in a wooden tow'r : 



• £«*#, the owl. 
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With puog^t pains 6n ev'rv fide. 
So Regulus in torments dya. 

From thee our youth all virtues hsctn^ 
Dangers with prudence to diicem ; 
And well thy ^hokrs are endu d 
With temp'rance, and wkh fortitude ; 
With patience, which all ills fupports; 
And tecrecy, the art of courts. 

The gUttVing beau could hardly tell| 
Without your aid, to read or fitell ^ 
But, having long conversed with you. 
Knows how to write a billet-doux. 

With what delight, methinks, I triK^ 
Your blood in cv*ry iM>ble race 1 
In whom thy features, £hape, and mien 
Are to the life diftindly teen. 

The Britonsy once a lavage kind, 
By you were brighten'd and refin'd, 
Defcendents of the barbVous Hms, 
With limbs robuil, and voice that Anns : 
But you have molded them a frefh, 
Remov'd the tough fuperfluous flefli. 
Taught them to modulate their tongues, 
And {peak without the help of lung|S. 

Proteus on you bcftow'd the boon 
To change your vifs^e like the n?pon,f 
You fometimes half a face produce, 
Keep t'other half for private ufe. 



PETHOX TH£ <JRE AT. 205 

How fam'd thy tondudi ini tfte fight 
With * Hermes y ion of Pleias bri^tf 
Out-number'd, half encompafs'd round, 
You ftiove for cv'ry inch ©f fi-ound j 
Then, by a fbldterly retreat, 
Retir'd to your imperial feat. 
The vidor, when your fteps he traced, 
Found all the realms before him waftc : 
You o'er the hi^ triumphal arch 
Pontifick made your glorious march ; 
The wood'rous arch behind you fell, 
And left a chafm profound as hell : 
You, in your capitol fecur'd, 
A fif^e as long as Troy endur'd. 

• Jifercury, 
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•THE 
LAMENTATION 

O F 

GLU MDALCLITCH 

^ For the Lofs of 

G R I L D R I G, 

A PASTORAL. 

SO O N as Glumdalclitch mifs'd her plea- 
fing care, 
She wept, flie blubber'd, and flie tore her 

hair: 
No Britijh mifs lincerer grief has known, 
Her fquirrel mifling, or her fparrow flown. 
She furl'd her fampler, and hawl'd in her thread, 
And ftuck her needle into Grildrigs bed ; 
Then fpread her hands,and with a boimcelet fall 
Her baby, like the giant in Guildhall. 
In peals of thunder now f)ie roars, and now 
She gently whimpers like a lowing cow ; 
Yet lovely in her forrow ftill appears : 
Her locks difhevell'd, and her flood of tears, 
Seem like the lofty barn of fome rich fwain, 
When from the thatch drips faft a fhow'r of 
rain. 
X In 
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In vain ihe fearch'd each cranny of the houfe,; 

Hach gaping chink, impervious to a moufe. 

Was it for this (fhe cry'd) with daily care- 

Within thy reach I fet the vinegar, 

And iill'd the cruet with the acid tide, , 

While pepper-water worms thy bait fup- 

ply'd \ 

Where twin'd the filver eel around thy hook, 
And all the Uttle monfters of the brook! . 
Sure in that lake he dropt ; my Grillys 
" drown'd!" — 
he dragg*d the cruet, but no Grildrig found. 
" Vain is thy courage, Grilly^ vain thy 
" boaft; 
' But little creatures enterprife the mod. 
' Trembling, I've feen thee dare the kitten*? 

" paw, 
^ Nay, mix with children, as they play'd at 

" taw, 
' Nor fear the marbles, as they bounding flew ; 

* Marbles to them, but rolling rocks to you. 
« Why did I truft thee wi3i that giddy 

" youth? 

* Who from a pagt can ever learn the truth ? 

* Vers'd in court tricks, that money-loving 

" boy 

* To fome lord's daughter fold the living toy, 

* Or rent him limb from limb in cruel play, 

* As children tear the wings of flies awvj. 
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** From place to place o'er Brobdmgnag I'll 

** roam, 
** And never will return, or bring thee home, 
" But who hath eyes to trace the paMng 

wind? 
** How then thy fairy footlleps can I find? 
*' Doft thou bewilder'd wander all alone 
** In the green thicket of a moffy ftone ; 
" Or, tumbled from the toadftool's flipp'iy 

" round, 
** Perhaps all maim*d lie grov'ling on the 

" ground? 
** Doft thou, imbofom'd in the lovely rofe, 
Or funk within the peach's down, r^fe? 
Within the king-cup if thyhmbs are fpread, 
" Or in the golden cowflip's velvet h^, 
" O (hew me, Flora^ 'midft thofe fweetS| 

" the flowV 
*^ Where fleeps my Grildrig in his fra^ant 

«* bowV! 
" But ah ! I feaf thy little fancy rovc$ 
" On little females, and on little loves ; 
** Thy pigmy children, and thy tiny fooufe, 
** The baby play-things that adorn thy noufe, 
" Doors, windon^s, chimnies, and the !{»- 

** cious rooms, 
^* Equal in iize to celk of honey-combs ; 
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" Haft thou for thefe now ventur'd from the 
", fliore, 
Thy bark a bcan-fliell, andaftraw thine oar ? 
Or in thy box, now bounding on the main, 
Shall I ne'er bear thyfelf and houfe again ? 
And fhall I fet thee on my hand no more, 

* To fee thee leap the lities, and traverfe o'er 

* My fpacious palm? of ftature fcarcea Ipan, 

* Mimick the adions of a real man ? 

* No more behold thee turn my watch's key, 

* As feamen at a capftern anchors weigh ? 

* How wer't thou wont to walk with CAUti- 

" ous tread, 

* A dilh of tea, like milk-pail, on thy head ? 

* How chafe the mite that bore thy cheefe 

" away, 

^ And keep the rolling maggot at a bay?'* 
She faid j but broken accents ftopt her voice, 

oft as the fpeaking- trumpet's mellow hoife : 

he fobb'd a ftorm, and wip'd her flowing 
eyes, 

Vhich feem'd like two broad funs in mifty 
Ikies. 

) fquaiider not thy grief ! thofc tears com- 
mand 

Po weep upon our cod in Newfoundland : 

rhe plenteous pickle fhall prefcrve the fifh, 

Vnd Europe tafte thv forrows in a d\it^» 
r . ^. .p. . * >^ ^^X 



*MARY GULLIVER 

TO 

Captain LEMUEL GULLIVER. 

Argument. 

Tlx captain^ Jonu time after his rettim^ beitur retired 
to Mr. SympfonV in the country^ Mrs. Gulliver, 
apprehending from his late behaviour fome efirange- 
ment of his affeffionSy writes him the jhUomng 
expoflulatingt Jbothing* and tenderly (omplmmng 
epijlle. 

WELCOME, thrice welcome, to thy 
native place! 
— — What, touch me not ? what, {him a 

wife's embrace ? 
Have I for this thy tedious abfence borne, 
And wak'd, and wifh'd whole nights for 

thy return ? 
In five long years I took no fecond Ipoufe ; 
Whati2^^r^wifefolonghath kepthovqws? 
Your eyes, your nc^, inconftancy betray ; 
Your nofe you ftop, your eyes you tumaway. 
'Tis faid, that thou ihould' deleave unto tty 

wife'. 
Once thou did^ cleave, and I could cleave 

form. 
Hear, and relent ! hark how thy childrei^ 

moan I 
JSeidndatleailtothefe^ they are thy own: 
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Be bold, and count them ^\ ; fecure to find 
1'he honeft number that you left behind. . 
Sec how they pat thee with their pretty paws : 
Why flartyou? are they fnakes ? or have' 

they claws ? 
Thy chriftian feed, our mutual flefti and 

bone : . 
Be kind at Icaft to thefe ; they are thy own. 
* Biddely like thee, might fartheft India 

rove ; 
He chang'd his country, but retain'd his 

-love. 
There's captain Pennel abfent half his life, 
Comes back, and is the kinder to bis wife. 
Yet Fennel's wife is brown compar*d to rttc. 
And Mrs. Biddel fure is fifty-three. 

Not touch me \ never neighbour call'd md 

Hut: 
Was Flimnafs dame more fwect in LilUfut f 
I've no red hair to breathe an odious fume ; 
At leaft thy confort's cleanerthan thy groom. 
Why then that dirty ftable-boy thy cire ? 
What mean thofc vifits to thi&forfd mare f 
Say, by what witchcraft, or what dsemoa led, 
Prcferr'ft thou litter to the marriage bed I 

• Names of the fca-captains mention'd in Guluv.r's travels. 

P 2 Some 
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Some (ay the devil himfelf is in that mare : 
l£ COf our Jean (hall drive him forth by 

pray'r. 
Some think you mad, fomc think you are 

pofftft, 
That Bedlam and clean ftraw will fuit you 

bcft. 
Vain means, alas, this frenzy to appeaie ! 
ThatJ^raWf thst^raw would heighten the 

difeafe. 
My bed (the fcene of all our former jc^ 
Witnefs two lovely girls, t\%'o lovely boys) 
Alone I prefs ; in dreams I call my dear, 
I ftretch my hand ; no Gulliver is there I 
I wake, I rife, and fhivVing with the froft 
Search all the houfej my Gulliver is loft! 
Forth in the ftrect I rufli with frantick cries; 
The windows open, all the neighbours rife ; 
Where Jleeps my Gulliver ? tellvie where I 
The neighbours anfwer, " IFith theforrel 

" mare^ 
At early morn I to the market iiafte, 
(Studious in ev'ry tiling to plcafc thy tafte;) 
A curious yiw/ znAfparagrafs I chofc, 
(For I remember you were fond of thofe:) 
Three fhillings coft the firft, tlie laft fcv n 

groats : 
Sullen you turn from both, and call for oats. 

Others 



LEMUEL GULLIVER. 113 

Others bring goods and treafures to their 
houfes, J / . 

Something to deck their pretty babes and 
fpoufes : 

'My only token was a cup like horn, . 

That's made of nothing but a lady's corn. . 

'Tis not for that I grieve; no, 'tis to fee 

The groom and/orre/ mare preferr'd to me! 
Thefe, for fome > moments when you 
deign to quit, 

And (at due diftance)fweet difcourfe admit, 

'Tis all my pleafure thy paft toil to know; 

For pleas'd remembrance builds delight on 
woe. 

At ev'ry danger pants thy confort's breaft^ ^ 

And gaping infants fquawl to hear the reft. 

How did I tremble, when, by thoulands 
bound 

I faw thee ftretch'd on Lilliputian ground? 

When fcaling armies climb'd up ev'ry part, 

Each ftep they trod I felt upon my neart. 

But when thy torrent quencE'd the dread- 
ful blaze, i ^ . 

King, queen, and nation ftaring with 
amaz^, ' 

Full in my view how all Ay hufband came I 

And .what extinguifh'd ' theirs, . increas'd 

my flame. 

p ^ "^VcSa 
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Th.o(t fpeEiacles^ ordain'd thine eyes to fave, 
Were once my prefent ; love that armour 

gave. 
How did I mourn at Bolgolatns decree ! 
For, when he fign^d thy death, he fentenc'd 
me. 
When folks might fee thee aU the coun- 
try round 
For fix pence, I'd have giv'n a thoufand 

pound. 
Lord I when ^^ giant-babe that head of 

thine 
Got in his mouth, my heart was up in mine ! 
Wheninthe/«tfrr(ra;-^<?«^ I fee thee ramm'd, 
Or on the houfe-topby the/«<wi^cramm'd, 
The piteous images renew my pain, 
^nd ail thy dangers I weep o'er again. 
But on the maidens nipple when you rid, 
Pray hcav*n, 'twas all a wanton maiden did! 
Ghtndalclitch tool— with thee I mourn her 

ca^: 
HeaVn guard the gently girl fropi all diA 

grac^l 
O may thp I^jjig that one negle£i forgive, 

And pardon h^r the fault by which I live ! 

Was there no ql|ier way to let ham free 1 

My life, alas I I fear prpv'd d^ath to thee. 

O teacBi 
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O tfeadi tJifej d^iTi n^ ^^cls to {peak 
my flame ! 
Teach me to woo thee by thy beft-lov'd 

. nimet 
Whether the ftyle of Grildrig plcafc thee 

mcffti 
So call'don Brobdingnags ftupendouscoaft, 
When on the monarch's antple hand you fate, 
And hoUow'd in his car intrigues of ftate ; 
Or ^inbusFlefirirt more eitdtaf ilient bri iigs, 
When like a nioimtain you Idok'd down 

on kings : 
If ducal Nardacy Lilliputian peer, 
Or Glumglum shixnMi^T trtle foath thine ear : 
Nay,wou'd kindjW^ my organs fodiipofe, 
To hymn harmoniotis Hot^pnhnm through 

the nofe, 
I'd call thee Houyhnhftm, that high found- 
ing name j 
Thy children's nofes AD: /htJtild twang the 

fame. 
So might I find mv loving ^oufe of courfe 
Endu'd with all the virtues of a borfe. 
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♦TO 

QUINBUS FLESTRIN, 

THE 

MAN-MOUNTAIN.' 
A LILLIPUTIAN ODE. 



T N amiize 



Loft, I gazp: 
Can. our eyes 
Reach thy fize ? 
May my lays 
Swell with praife. 
Worthy thee I . 
Worthy me 1 
Mufe, infpire 
All thy fire! , 
Bards of old 
Of him told, 
When they faid, 
Atlas head 
Propt the /kies : 
Sec I and believe your eyes I 
See him ftride 
Vallies wide. 
Over woods. 
Over floods! 
When he treads. 
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GxQS\fl and (hake: . , , 

Armies qiiake : 

Let his Ipum 

Overturn 

Man and fteed : 

Troops take heed I 

Left and right, 
, Speed your flight! 

Left an hoft 
Beneath his foot be loft. 
: Tum'dafide 

From his hide 

Safe from wound, 

Darts rebound. 

From his nofe 

Clouds he blows : 

When he fpeaks, . / 

Thunder breaks! 

When he eats, 

Famine threats I 

When he drinks, 

Neptune fhrinks f 

Nigh thy ear, 

In mid air, 

On thy hand 

Let me ftand ; 

So fhaJM, 
Lofty poet 1 toucb the iky. 



•A 

Gentle ECtf O on WOMAN. 

In the Dorick Manner. 

Shepherd, .. , 

ECHO, I wecn^ will in tJie woods reply, 
And quaintly aniwer queftions: Hiall 
I try ? Echo, Try. 

Shepherd) 

What muft we do on& pa£k>n to exprefc ? 

Echo, Prefs. 
Shepherd, , 
Howflialllpleafehcfwfemi^o'Iov'dbefore? 

Echo, Before, 
Shepherd, 

What moft mwtt'WofheA, W^ren we them 
addrefs? Echo, Adrefs. 

Shepherd, 

Say, what can keep her chafte,wfiom I adore? 

]£cho, A door. 
Shepherd, 

If mufick foftens rock6> tove t«Qiieraiy lyre, 

Echo, L^. 
Shepherd, 

Then teach me, echo^ how fliail I come by 
hicr) Echo, Buy her. 
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Shepherdy 

When bought, no queftion, I fhaH be her 

dear? Echo, Her deer. 

Shepherdy 

3ut deer have horns; how muft I keep hep 

under? * l^choy Keep her under. 

Shepherd, 
IIow ihall I hold her ne'er to part aiunder ? 

Echo, A-'fe under. 
Shepherd y 

But what can glad njc,when fhe'slaid on bier? 

Echo, Beer, 
Shepherd, 

What muft I do, when woman will be kind ? 

Echo, Be kind. 
Shepherdy 
What muft I do, when wornan will be crofs ? 

Echo, Be crofs. 
Shepherdy 

Juord I what is fhe that can fo turn and wind? 

Echoj PP^ind. 
Shepherdy 
|f fhe be wind, what ftills her whenifhe Mexws ? 

Echo, Blows. 
Shepherdy 
gut, if fli^ bang again, iUllfhow d Ibaxv^bsx ^ 
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Sbepherdy 
Is there no way to moderate her anger ? 

Echo, Hang her. 
Shepherd, 
Thanks, gentle echo; right thy anfwers tell, 
What woman is, and how to guard her well. 

Echo, Guard her well, 

EPILOGUE to a PLAY 

For the benefit of the Weavers in Ireland* 

1721. 

WHO dares affirm this is no pious age, 
When charity begins to tread the 
ftage? 
When adors, who at beft are hardly favers. 
Will give a night of benefit to weavers ? 
Stay, — let me fee, how finely will it found! 
Imprimis, fromhisgrace*ahundred pound : 
Peers, clergy, gentry, all are benefadors ; 
And then comes in the item of the a£tors: 
Item, the adlors freely give a day, — 
The poet had no more who made the play. 
But whence this wond'rous charity in 
play'rs ? 
They learnt it not at fermons, or at pray'rs. 

• Dr. William Ki'ng^ archUfhpp of Duiliii. 
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Under the rofe, lince here are none but 

friends, 
To own the truth, we have fomc private 

ends : 
Since waiting-women, like exacting jades, 
Hold up the prices of their old brocades^ 
We'll drefs in manufoBures made at home, 
Equip our kings and genrals at the Comb * .• 
We'll rig mMeath-fireet ^^^//'^ haughty 

queen ; 
And Anthony (hall court her in ratteen. 
In blue Jhalloon fhall Hannibal be clad. 
And Scipio trail an Irip purple plad. 
In drugget dreft, of thirteen pence a yard> 
See Philip's fon amidft his Per fan guard : 
And proud Roxana^ fir'd with jealous rage, 
With fifty yards of crape fhall fweep die 

ftage. 
In ftiort, our kings and princefles within 
Are all refolv'd the projeA to begin ; 
And you, our fubjeds, when you here refort ^ 
Muft imitate the fafhions of the court. 

Oh ! cou'd I fee this audience clad m fluffy 
Though money's fcarce, we fhou'd have 

trade enough : 
But chintSy brocades y and lace take all away> 
And fcarce. a crown is left to fee a play. 

* A ftreet i^ Dublin f^ous for woollen inanufa£iurei, 
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Perhaps you wonder whence this friendfliip 

iprings . 
Between the weavers, and us play-houfe 

kings : 
Butwitandweavinghadthefame beginning; 
Pallas firft taught us poetry and fpinning; 
And next obferve how this alliance fits, 
For weavers now are juft as poor as wits : 
Their brother quill-men, workers for the 

ftage. 
For {oxty Jluff czii get a crown a page ; 
But weavers will be kinder to the players. 
And fell for twenty pence a yard oi theirs: 
And, to your knowledge, there is often lefs in 
Tht poet's wit, than in the player s drefling. 

EPITAPH on a MISER. 

BENEATH this verdant ^llack lies 
Demar, the wealthy and the wife. 
His heirs, that he might lafely reft, 
Haye put his carcafs in a cheji ; 
The very c^ejl, in which, they fay, 
His other felf, his money lay. 
And, if his heirs continue kind 
To that dear y^^ he* left behind, 
I dare believe, that four in £ve 
Will think his better halfaWvc, 



A' 



To S T E L L A. 

Who colledled and l;ranfcribed his Poems, 

' ■ ■■ J,72<?' 

S, when a lofty pile is r^i$'d» 
We never hear the workmen prai^'d, 
Who bring the lime, or place the ftones j 
But all admijre /w? yones : 
So, if this pile pficatter'd rhymes 
Shou'd be approv'd in after-times, 
If It both pleafes and endures, 
The merit and the praife are yours. 

Thou, Stelhy wer't no longer young, 
When firft for thee my harp I ftrung, 
Without one word of Cupid's darts, 
Of killing eyes, or bleedmg hearts : 
With friendfhip and efleem pofTcft, 
I ne'er admitted love a gueft. 

In all the habitudes of life, 
The friend, the miftrefs, and the wife. 
Variety we ftill purfue. 
In pleafure feek for fomething new } 
Or elfe, comparing with the reft. 
Take comfort, that our own is beft ; 
Thel beft we value by the worft, 
(As padefmen ftiew their trafli at firft :) 
But tfiis purfuits are at end, 
Whoin Stella chufes for a friend. 
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A poet ftarving in a garret, 
Conning old topicks like a parrot. 
Invokes his minrefs and Jiis mufe, 
And ilays at home for want of fhoes : 
Shou'd but his mufe defccnding drop 
A (lice of bread and mutton-chop ; 
Or kindly, when his credit's out, 
Surprize him with a pint of ftout *; 
Or patch his broken (locking (bals. 
Or fend him in a peck of coals ; 
Exalted in his mighty mind. 
He flies, and leaves the ftars behind ; 
Counts all his labours amply paid, 
Adores her for the timely aid. 

Or, (hou'd a porter make enquiries 
For Chloe^ Sylvia^ Phillis^ JnSy 
Be told the lodging, lane, and fign, 
The bow'rs that hold thofe nymphs divine; 
Fair C/>/oe would perhaps be found 
With footmen tippling under ground; 
The charming Sy/via beating flax. 
Her (boulders mark'd with bloody tracks ; 
Bright Phillis mending ragged fmocks ; 
And radiant Iris in the pox. 

Theft- arc the goddcffcs enroU'd 
In CurWs f coUcdion, new and old: , 

• A cant word for flrong beer. . 

f See M. itctouiit of 6V////, Vol. IV. 

^ ^hofe 
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Whofe fcoundrel fathers wou'd not know 

'em, 
If they ftiou'd meet them m a poemi 

True poets can deprefs and raife^ 
Are lords of ii;ifamy and praife ; 
They are nt>t fcurrilous in fatire^ 
Nor will in panegyrick flatter; 
t^njuftly poets we afperfe ; 
Truth fliines the brighter clad in verle ; 
And all the ndions they purfiie, 
Do but infinuate what is true; 

Now^ fhoiild my praifes owe their tnitK 
To beauty, drefs, or paint, or youth, 
What Stoicks call 'without our pawr^ 
They could not be infur'd an hour : 
'Twere grafting on an annual ftock, 
That muft our expedation mock, 
And, making one luxuriant fhoot. 
Die the next yeaf for want of root i 
Before I cou'd my verjfes bring, 
Perhaps you're quite another thing. 

So Mavmsi when he drain'd his ikull 
To celebrate fome fuburb trull. 
His fimilies in order iety 
And ev'ry crambo he cou'd get ; 
Had gone through all the common-places 
Worn out by wits, who rhyme on faces : 

Q^ Before 
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Before he could his poem clofc, 
The lovely nymph had loft her norc/ 

Your virtues fafcly I commend ; 
They on no accidents depend : 
IvCt malice look with all her eyes, 
She dares not fay the poet lyes. 

Sielluy wlicn you thcfe lines tranfcribe, 
Left you fliould take them for a bribe, 
Refolv'd to mortify your pride, 
ril here cxpofc your weaker fide. 

Your fpirits kindle to a flame, 
Mov'd with the lighteft touch of blame ; 
And, when a friend in kindnefs tries 
To ihew you where your error lies, 
Convi<ftion does but more incenfe ; 
Pcrvcrfenefs is your whole defence ; 
Truth, judgment, wit, give place to fpight, 
Regardlefs both of wrong and right ; 
Your virtues all fufpended wait 
Till time hath open'd reafon's gate ; 
And, what is worfe, your pnftion bends 
Its force againft your ncuroft friends ; 
Which manners, decency, and pride 
Have taught you from the world to hid^ : 
In vain ; for fee, your friend hath brought 
To publick light your only fault; 
And yet a fault we often find 
Mix a in a noble gen'rous mind ; 
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And niay compare to ^tnas fire, 
Which, though with trembling, all admire; 
The heat, that makes the Tummit glow, 
Enriching all the vales below. 
Thofe who in warmer climes complain 
From Phoebus rays they fuffer pain, 
Mull own, that pain is largely paid 
By gen'rous wines beneath a {hade. 

Yet, when I find your paflions rile, 
And anger Iparkling in your eyes, 
I grieve thofe fpirits fhould be fpent, 
For nobler ends by nature meant. 
One paflion with a diff'rent turn 
Makes wit inflame, or anger burn : 
So the fun's heat with diff'rent powVs 
Ripens the grape, the liquors fours: 
Thus Ajax^ when with rage poffeft 
By Pallas breath'd into his breaft, 
His valour wou'd no more employ, 
Which might alone have conquer'd Troy\ 
But blinded by refentment feeks , 
For vengeance on his friends the Greeks, 

You think this turbulence of blood 
From flagnating prcferves the flood, 
Which thus fermenting by degrees 
E-Valts the fpirits, finks the lees. 

0^2 ^tdkv 
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Stella J for oiice you reafon wrong } 
For, fhou'd this ferment laft too long^ 
By time fubfuiing, you may find 
Nothing but acid l<rft behind : 
From pafllon you may then be freed. 
When peeviflinefs and {pleen fucceed. 

S;iy, Stella^ v/hen you copy next, 
Wiil you keep ftridly to the text ? 
Dare you let theie reproaclics fland. 
And to your failing fet your liand? 
Or, if thefc lines your anger fire, 
Shall they in hafer flames expire? 
Whene'er they burn, if burn they muft^ 
'Ihey'll prove my accufation juft. 

1' H K 

JOURNAL 

O F A 

MODERN LADY/ 

Written in 172S. 

IT was a moft unfriendly part , 
In you, who ought to know m'f hearty 
So well acquainted with my zeal 
For all the female common-weal — 

How 
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How cou'd it come into your mind 
To pitch on me, of all mankind, 
Againft the fex to write a fatire, 
And brand me for a woman-hater ? 
On me, who think them all fo fair, 
They rival Venus to a hair ; 
Their virtues never ceas'd to fing, 
Since firft I learn'd to tune a firing ? 
MethinkvS, I hear the ladies cry. 
Will he his charadcr belye? 
Muft never our misfortunes end ? 
And have we loft our only friend ? 
Ah, lovely nymphs, remove your fears, 
>fo more let fall thofe precious tears. 
Sooner fhall, etc. 

\Here fevcral verfes are omitted^ 

The hound be hunted by the hare. 
Than I turn rebel to the fur. 

'Twas you engag'd me firft to write, 
Then gave the fubjed out of fpite : 
Th.Q jour?ial of a modern dame 
Is by my promife what you claim. 
My word is paft, I mufl fubmit ; 
And yet perhaps you may be bit. 
I but tranfcribe ; for not a line 
Of all the fatire fhall be mm^. 
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Compcird by you to tag in rhymci 
The C(jmmoii flandcrs ot* the times, 
Of modern times, the guilt is yours, 
And me my innocence fccurcs. 
Unwilling mufc, begin thy lay, 
'ilic amiuls of a female day. 

By nature turn'd to play tlac rake well, 
(As v/e fliall fliew you in the fequel) 
The modern dame is wak'd by noon, 
(Some authors fay, not quite (6 foon) 
Becaufe, though fore againft her >vill, 
She fat all night up at ^adrille. 
She ftretches, gapes, unglues her eyes, 
And aiks if it be time to rife ; 
Of head-ach and the fplecn complains ; 
And then to cool her heated brains, 
Her night-gown and her flippers brought 

her, 
Takes a large dram of citron-water. 
'J'hen to her glafs ; and " Betiyy pray 
" Don't I lcx>k frightfiilly to day? 
" But was it not confour.ded hard ? 
" Well, if I ever touch a card I 
^' Four maitadorp.s^ and lofe codill I 
" Depend iipon't, I never will. 
" But run to ToWy and bid him fix 
'* 77ie ladies here to night by fix." 
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Madam, the goldfmith waits below; 

He fays, his bufinefs is to know 

If you'll redeem the filver cup 

He keeps in pawn ? — " Why fhew him 

up.. 
Your drcfling-plate he'll be content 
"l^o take, for intereft cetit. per cetit. 
And, madam, there's my lady Spad& 
Hath fcnt this letter by her maid. 
Well, I remember what ihe won ; 
And hath /he fent fo foon to dun ? 
Here, carry down thofe ten piflolcs 
My hufband left to pay for coals : 
I thank my ftars, they all arc light ; 
And I may have revenge to night." 
Now, loit'ring o'er her tea and cream. 
She enters on her ufual theme ; 
Her laft night's ill fucccfj repeats. 
Calls lady Spade a hundred cheats : 
" She di^t/padilh in her breaft, 
" Then thought to turn it to a jcft: 
" There's Mrs. Cut and {he combine, 
" And to each other give the fign." 
Through ev'ry game purfucs her tale, 
Like hunters o'er their cv'ning ale. 

Now to another fbene give place : 
Enter the folks with filks and lace : 
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V'rvih matter for a world of cfiat, 
Right Indian tluK, right Mechlin that : 
ObrtTvc this pattern ; thcrc^ a fttiff j 
I can have ctiftomcrs enough. 
Dear Madam, yon are grown io hard — r 
This lace is worth twelve pounds a yard i 
Madam, if there be truth in mnn, 
J never fold fo cheap a Ian, 

'J'his Imrmefs of importance o'er, 
And madam ahnoil dreft by four, 
'I'hc frxnman, in his ufual phrafe, 
OjmcH tip with. Madam, dinner ftays : 
She anfwers in her ufunl ftyle, 
The cook muft keep it back a while : 
I never can have time to drefs ; 
No woman breathing takes up Icfs; 
I'm Inirricd fo, it makes me fick ; 
1 wilh the dinner at Old Nick. 
At table now fhe ads her part, 
lias all the (limicr-cant by heart : 
** I thought we were tf> <Hne alone, 
" Mv dear ; lor Aire, if I had known 
" 'I'nis company would come to day — 
^* Hut really 'tis my fpoufc's way ; 
** Jie's fo unkind, he never fends 
♦< T(; tell when he invites his friends : 
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f * I wifli ye may but have enough." 
And while with all this paultry fluff 
She fits tormenting evVy guefl, 
Nor gives her tongue one moment's refl, 
In phrafes batter 'd, ftale, and trite, 
Which modern ladies call polite j 
You fee the booby hufband fit 
In admiration at her wit I 

But let me now a while furvey 
Our madam o'er her ev'ning tea ; 
Surrounded with her noify clans 
Of prudes, coquets, and harridans ; 
When, frighted at the clam'rous crew, 
Away the God of Jilence flew, 
And fair difcretion left the place, 
And modefiy with blufhing face : 
Now enters over-weening pridc^ 
And fcandal ever gaping wide; 
Hypocrijy with frown fevere. 
Scurrility with gibing air ; 
Rude laughter feeming like to burfl. 
And malice always judging worfl ; 
And vanity with pocket-glafs. 
Arid impudence with front of brafs ; 
And fludy'd affeSiation came. 
Each limb a^d feature out of frame ; 

While 
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While ignorance with brain of lead 
I**lcw hov'fing o'er each female head. 

Why HkhiKI I aflc of thee, my mufc, 
An hiiiulrrd tongues, as }K)ct8 ttfc) 
When to give cv'ry dame her due 
An hniuhnl thotifand were to few ? 
Or, liovv ilunild I, ahtsi relate 
'The fmn of nil their fenfelcfs prate, 
Their innucndos, hitits, and (landers, 
'rhrirnteaninu;tilcwd,anddouhleentendres? 
Now comes the general fcandal-chargc ; 
What lomc invent, the reft enlarge ; 
Antl, ** Matlum, if it be a lye, 
** You have the talc as cheap as I : 
" 1 nturt conceal n\y author's name ; 
** Hvit tu)w 'tis known to common fai\ic." 

Stw, foolilh females, bold and blind, 
Say, by what fatal turn of nund, 
Ave you on vivrs nu)ft fevcrc, 
Whctxin yomiclvcs have grcatcft Iharc? 
Thus every f^Hil herlelf deludes ; 
The pnulcs auulcmn the ubfcnt prudes i 
l\i*fjtty who lliixks her fpoufc to dcati\, 
Accufcs (VvvvV (tainted breath ; 
yrmw«i, rank with f^'eat, prci\m\e$ 
To ccnfurc PtilJis lor perfumes 5 

While 
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While crooked Cynthia fneering lays, 
That Florimel wears iron ftays ; 
Chloe\ of every coxcomb jealous, 
^mires how girls can talk with fellows, 
And full of indignation frets. 
That women ihould be fuch coquets : 
/r/V, for fcandal moft notorious, 
Cries, " Lord, the world is focenforiousl" 
And I^ufa^ with her combs of lead, 
Whifpers that Sappho s hair is red : 
Auroy whofe tongue you hear a mile hence. 
Talks half a day in praife of filence ; 
And Sylvia^ full of inward guilt, 
Caljs Afnoret an arrant jilt. 



Mov/. voices over voices rife. 
While eacfr to be the loudeft vies ; 
They cpntradidt, affirm,' difpute. 
No iingle tongue pne moiAcnt mute ; 
All mad to fpeak, and none to hearken. 
They fet the very lap-dog barking ; 
Their chatt'ring makes a louder din 
Than fifh-wives o'er a cup of gin : 
Not fchool-boys at a barring-out 
Rais'd ever fuch inccfTant rout : 
The jumbling particles of matter 
In chaos made not fich a clatter : 

Fas 
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Far lefs the rabble roar and rail, 
When drunk with four cledion-ale. 

Nor do they tnift their tongue alono^ 
But fpcak a language of their own ; 
Can read a nod, a fhrug, a look. 
Far better tlian a printed book ; 
Convey a libel in a frown. 
And wink a reputation down ; 
Or by the tofling of the fan 
Defcribe the lady and the man. 

But fee, the female clu!) diibands, 
Each twenty vifits on her hands : 
Now all alone poor madam fits 
In vapours and hyfterick fits : 
" And was not Tom this morning fent ? 
" I'd lay my life he never went : 
" Paft fix, and not a living foul f 
" I miglit by this have won a vole." 
A dreadful interval of fpleen I 
How fhall we pafs the time between ? 
" Here, Betty ^ let me take my drops ; 
" And feel my pulfe, I know it flops : 
" 'J'his head of mine, lord, how it fwims I 
" And fuch a pain in all my limbs !" 
Dear madam, try to take a nap — 
But now they h^ar a footman's rap: 
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" Go run, and light the ladies up : 
" It muft be one before we fup." 

The table, cards, and cotinters fet, 
And all the gamefter-ladies met. 
Her fpleen and fits recover'd quite. 
Our madam can fit up all night ; 
" Whoever comes, I'm not within " — 
^adrilk\ the word, and To begin. 

How can the mufe her aid impartj 
Unfkill'd in all the terms of art ? 
Or in harmonious numbers put 
The deal, the fhuffle, and the ctit ? 
The fuperftitious whims relate. 
That fill a female gamefter's pate ? 
What agony of foul flie feels 
To fee a knave's inverted heels ? 
She draws up card by card to find ' 
Good fortune peepii^ from behind ; 
With panting heart, and earneft eyes, 
In hope to fee Jpadillo rife : 
In vain, alas I her hope is fed ; 
. She draws an ace, and fees it red. 
In ready counters never pays. 
But pawns her fnufF-box, rings, and keys; 
Ever with fome new fancy ftruck, 
Tries twenty charms to mend her luck* 
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" This morning, when the par/en came/ 
" I faid I fliould not win a game. 
" This odious chair, how came I ftuck in't ? 
" I think r never had good Kick in't. 
" I'm fo uneafy in my ftays j 
" Your fan a moment, if you plcafe. 
" Stand further, girl, or get you gone j 
" I always lofe, when you look on." 
Lord 1 madam, you have loft codill » 
I never faw you play fo ill. 
" Nay, madam, give mc leave to fay 
" 'Twas you that threw the game away J 
" When lady Trickfey play'd a four, 
" You took it with a mattadore ; 
I faw you touch your wedding-ring 
Before my lady call'd a king; 
You fpoke a word began with H, 
" And I knfjw whom you meant to teach^ 
" Becaufe you held the king of hearts j 
" Fie, madam, leave thefe little arts." 
That's not fo bad as one that rubs 
Her chair to call the king oi clubs) 
And makes her partner underftand 
A mattadore is in her hand. 
" Madam, you have no caufe to flouncei 
" I fwear I law you thrice renounce." 
And truly, mtadam, I know when 
Inftead of five you fcor'd me ten. 
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Spadillo here has got a mark; 

A child may know it in the dark : 

I guefs the hand ; it feldom fails : 

I wifli fome folks would pair their nails. 

While thus they rail and fcold and ftorm, 
It pafles but for common form ; 
And confcious that they all fpeak true, 
And give each other but their due, 
It never interrupts the game, 
Or makes 'em fenfible of fhame. 

The time too precious now to wade. 
And fupper gobbled up in hafte, 
Again afrefli to cards they nm, 
As if they had but juft begun. 
Yet fhall I not again repeat, 
How oft they fquabble, fnarl, knd cheat. 
At laft they hear the watchman knock, 
j4 frojiy morn — pap four d clock. 
The chairmen are not to be found, 
" Come, let us play the t'other round.'* 

Now, all in hafte they huddle on 
Their hoods and cloaks, and get them 

gone} 
But firft the winner mtift invite 
The company to-morrow night. 
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Unlucky niachun Iclr in tears, 
fWlui nov/ uj^ain ^luadnlU forfwcarsj} 
With cinj)ty pinTe, ;;nd achin^^ head, 
Steals to her lleeping fpoull; t.j l)ed. 
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Part of a fnmnicr fpent at the houfe of 
George Rochfort^ elq; 

^y WW A A, tell in fober lays 
A I Icnv George^ Nhuy Dan^ Dean 
pal'^i I heir days. 
Ik'i^in^ my mule : lirft from our bow'rs 
We Tally lorth at different hours ; 
At leven tl\e dean in night-gown drefl: 
(Joes round the houle to wake the reft ; 
At nine grave Nim and George facetious 
ill) to the (IciUi to read iMcretius \ 
At ten my lady ei)nKs and lieclors^ 
Ami klires (/cwvv, and ends our iedures, 
Ami when ihe has him hv the neck faft^ 
I lauls him, and Teolds us down to breakfaft-- 
We lijuander there an hour or more. 
And then all hands, bovs, to the oar, 

All 
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AlJi hetcroclitc Dan except, . . 

Who neither time nor order kept j 

But by peculiar whimfies drawn", \ 

Peeps in the ponds to look for fpawn \ 

O'erfees the work, or Dragon * rows, 

Or marrs a text, or mends his hofe ; 

Or — but proceed we in our journal -'-- 

At two, or after, we return all: 

From the four elements affemblirig) 

Warn'd by the bell, all folks come trcm* 

blingt 
From airy garrets fbme defccnd* 
Some from the lake's remoteft end : 
My lord and dean the fire forfake, 
Dan leaves the earthly fpade and rake : 
The loit'rers quake, no Corner hides thcmj 
And lady Betty foundly chides themi 
Now water's brought^ and dinner's done : 
With church and king the lady's gone 5 
(Not reck'ning half an hour we pafa 
In talking o'er a moderate glafs.) 
Dftn^ growing drbwly, like a thief / 

Steals off to dofe away his beef j 
And this muft pafs for TcadingHamfnohci^r^ 
While G^d>rg"^andi?^^»go to back-gammon* 

* Niy iord chicf-barbn's fmaller boat. 

R George^ 
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George^ Nim, and Dean fet out at four, 
And then again, boys, to the oar. 
But, when the fun goes to the deep, 
(Not to diflurb him in his Heep, 
Or make a rumbling o'er his head, 
His candle out, and he a-bed) 
We watch his motions to a minute, 
And leave the flood, when he goes in it. 
Now dinted in the (hort'ning day. 
We go to pray'rs, and then to play 
Till fuppcr comes ; and after that 
We fit an hour to drink and chat. 
'Tis late — the old and younger pairs 
By * Adam lighted walk up ftairs. 
The weary Dean goes to his chamber ; 
And Nim and Dan to garret clamber : 
So, when the circle we have run, 
The curtain falls, and all is done. 

I might have mention'd fcvVal fads 
Like epifodes between the a£bs ; 
And tell who lofes, and who wins. 
Who gets a cold, who breaks his fhins ; 
How Dan caught nothing in his net, 
And how the boat was over-fet : 
For brevity I have retrench'd 
How in the lake the dean was drench'd : 

* Tbcl)utlcr. 

It 
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It would be an exploit to brag on, 
How v*aliant George rode o*er the Dragon^ 
How fleady in tb^ ftorm he fat, 
And fav'dr his oar, but loft his hat : 
How JVim {no hunter e'er could matchhim) 
Still brings us hares, when he can catch 'em : 
How (kilfully Dan mends his nets ; t 
How fortune fails him when he fets. 
Or how the ciean delights to vex 
The ladies, or lampoon the fex : 
Or how our neighbour lifts his nofe 
To tell what ev'rjr fchool-boy knows ; 
Then with his finger on his thumb 
Explaining ftrikes oppofers dumb : 
Or how hi^ wife, that female pedant, 
(But now there need no more be faid on't) 
Shews all her fecrets of houfe-keeping ; 
For candles how fhe trucks her dripping ; . 
Was forc'd X6 fend three miles for yeaft 
To brew her ale, and raife her pafte ; 
Tells. ev'ry thing that you can think of, 
How fhe cur'd Tommy of the chin-cough ; 
What gave her brats and pigs the mealies. 
And how her doves were kill'd by weafels; 
How Jowler howl'd, and what a fright 
She had with dreams the other night 

R 2 B^l 



n 
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But now, fiiicc I have gone fo far on, 
A word or two of * lord chief-baron ; 
And tell how little weight he fcts 
On all whig papers, and gazettes ; 
But for the politicks ofPue^ f 
Thinks cv'ry fyllable is true. 
And fince he owns the king of Sweden 
Is dead at laft, without evading, 
Now all his hopes arc in the Czar : 
** Why, Mufcovy is not fo far j 

Down the black fca, and uptheftreights, 

And in a month he's at your gates ; 

Perhaps, from what the packet brings, 
* * By Chrijlmas we fhall fee ftrangc things." 
Why fliould I tell of ponds and drains, 
What carps we met with for our pains ; 
Of fparrows tam'd, and nuts innumo'able 
To choak the girls, and to confume a rabble ? 
But you, who are a fcholar, know 
How tranflciit all things arc below, 
How prone to change is human life I 
I/aft night ariiv'd Clem. % and his wife — 
This grand event hath broke our meailircs j 
Their reign began with cruel feizurcs : 

• Mr. Roihfcrl'i faf lier, J A tory nOfi-WMterf ' 

■; Ml. element UiDry. 

The 
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The dean muft with his quilt fupply 
The bed in which thofe tyrants Lie ; 
Nim loft his wig-block, Z)i7« his Jordan^ 
(My lady fays fhe can't afford one ;) 
George is half fcar'd out of his wits, 
For Clem, gets all the dainty bits. 
Henceforth exped a diff 'rent furvey. 
This houfc win foon turn topfy-turvy : 
They talk of further alterations, 
Which caufes many (peculations, 

A 

PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 

Written in the Yev 1728. 
DERMOT, SHEELAH. 

A Nymph and fwain, SMah and Der* 
mot hight, 
Who wont to weed the court of Gosford 

knight *, 
While each withftubbed kniferemov'd the 

roots 
That rais'd bet^Veen the ftones their daily 
fhoots ; 

* Sir Arthur Achefan^ whoic great gr;^ndf4th?T was Sir ArM' 
^aU of Gatftri in Sc9tknd, 

R 3 ^^'^ 
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As at their work they fat in counterview, 
Withmutual beauty fmit, their pafTion grew. 
Sing, heavenly mufel in fweetly-flowing 

flrain 
The foft endearments of the nymph and 

fwain. 

Dermot. 

My love to Sheelah is more firmly fixt, 
Than ftrongeft weeds that grow thcfcftoncs 

betwixt : 
My fpud thefe nettles from the flones can 

part, 
Noknifefokccn to weed thee frommy heart. 

Sheelah. 
My love for gentle Dermot faftcr grows, 
Than yon tall dock that rifes to thy nofe. 
Cut down the dock, 'twill fprout again j 

but oh I 
Love rooted out again will never grow, 

Dermot. 

No more that brier thy tender legs fhall 
rake; 
(I fpare the thiftle for Sir Arthurs * fake.) 

♦ Who is a great lover of Satlatul. 
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Sharp are the ftones ; take, thou this mfhy 

itiatt; 
The hardeft bum will bruife with fitting 

fquat. 

SHEELAHk 

Thy breeches torn behind ftand gaping 

wide; 

This petticoat fliall fave thydfcar ba^Idide; 

Nor need I blufli, although you feel it wet ; 

DermoffJ row, 'tis nothing elfe but fweat. 

Dermot. 

At an old ftubbom root I chanc*d to tug. 
When the fiean threw me this tobacco plug : 
A longer ha*-p*orth never did I fee ; 
This, deareft Sbee/ab, thou fhalt (hare 
with me. 

Sheelah. 

In at the pantry door this mom I flipt. 
And from the fhelf a charming cruft I 

whipt J 
* Dennis was out, and I got hither fafe ; 
And thou, my dear, fhalt have the bigger 

half. 

• Sit Jrthur's hadct, 

R 4 Dermot« 
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Drrmot. 

When you (aw*^adjt a( lopg-Wlets pla3F, 
VoufatafidUju^/dhim all the fun^Aiine day. 
f low could you, Sheelah^ Uften to his tales, 
Or track fuchlicc as his between yournails ? 

SlIKK I, All. 

AVheu you i^ith Qonab ftood tn^hind a 

ditch, , ; 
I p(;(?p'cl, (uul Taw you kifs the dirty bitch. 
D^itmty how could you touch thofe nafty 

ihits I 
I ttlnwft wilVd this Tpud wcreinyovir guts, 

If' Owah oijc«s 1 kilVd, torbearto chide 5 
1 lev nunt*s »uy goHip l^y my Hither's fide : 
H\jt, it 1 n'cr to\uh hrr lips agiun> 
May 1 bt* dooni'd Tor liJ'c to weed in rain. 

/V»»*wf, I fwenis though 7//i|^'V locks 
i'tniKl hold 
*Vcn ^houJaud lice, and evVy loufe was 

\ l\n\ on n>v Inp ymj never more (hould (ee ; 
Oi An<*y |loren\v\\'^iwg-knift — and thee, 

Dfrmot, 
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Dermot. 

Oh i could I earn for thee, my lovely l^s, 
A pair of brogues to bear thee dry to mafs! 
Jlut k^ywh.eteJVoraiw\th. the fo wins comes— 
Then let us rife, and reft our weary bv^ms. 

MARY the Cook-jnaid's Letter 
to Dr. SHERIDAN. 

Written in the Year 1723, 

WELL, if ever I faw fuch another 
man fince my mother bound my 
head! 
You a gentleinan ! marry come up, I won- 
der where you were bred. 
I am fure fuch words do not become a 

man of your cloth ; 
I would not give fuch language to a dog, 

feith and troth. 
Yes, you call'd my mafter a knave: fie, 

Mr. Sheridan! 'tis a fhame 
For a parfbn, who fhou'd know better 

things, to come out with fuch a name : 
Knave in your teeth, Mx. Sheridan \ 'tis 

both a mame and a fin ; 
And the dean my mafter is an. Kowt^^ 

man than yo^ and aW yovvt Vvj^ *• 
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He has more goodnefs in his little finger^ 

than you have in your whole body : 
My maffer is a perfbnable man, and not a 

fpindle-fhank'd hoddy-doddy. 
And now, whereby I find you would faid 

make an excufe, 
Becaufe my mafter one day in anger call'd 

you gooie; 
Which, and I am lure I have been his fer- 

vant four years fince OBobir^ 
And he never call'd me worfe than fweet- 

heart, drunk or fober : 
Not that I know his reverence was ever 

concerned to my knowledge, 
Though you and your come-rogues keep 

him out ib late in your wicked college. 
You fay you will eat grais on his grave: a 

chriftian eat grais 1 
Whereby you now confi^ls yourielf to be 

agode or anais: 
But that's as much as to lay, that my ma- 
iler Ihould die befcM'e ye ; 
Well, well, that's as God pleafes; and I 

don't believe that's a true ftory : 
And lb lay I told you fb, and you may go 

tell my mailer ; what care I ? 
And I don't care who knows it ^ 'tis all 

one to Mary, 



TO DR. StiERIDAN. 251 

Every body knows, that I love to tell 

truth and fhame the devil. 
I am but a poor fervant ; but I think gen- 
tlefolks mould be civil. 
Befides, you found fault with our vittles 

one day that you was here ; 
I remember it was on a Tuefday^ of all days 

in the year. 
And Saunders the man fays, you are al- 
ways jefting and. mocking : 
Maryy faid he (one day, as I was mendii^ 

my mailer's flocking,) 
My mafter is {o fond df that minifter that 

keeps the fchool — 
I thought my mafter a wife man. But that 

man makes him a fool. 
Saunders y faid I, I would rather than a 

quart of ale 
He would come into our kitchen, and I 

would pin a difh-clout to his tail. 
And now I muft go and get Saunders to 

direft this fetter j 
For I write but a fad fcrawl ; but my fifter 

Marget fhe writes better. 
Well, but I muft run and make the bed, 

before liij mafter comes from pray'rs ; 
An^ fee now, it ftrikes ten, and I hear 

him coming up flairs : 
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Whereof I cou'd fay more to your verfe8> 
if I cou'd write written hand: 

And fo I remain, in a civil way, your fer- 
vant to command, 

MART. 

A 

DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

Mad MULLINIX and TIMOTHY •. 

Written in 1728. 

M. T Own, 'tis not my bread and butter ; 
•*• But prytheq,7/>/^,whyall this clutter? 
Why ever in thefe raging fits, 
Damning to hell the Jacobites f 
When, if you fearch the kingdom rouadi, 
There's hardly twenty to be found ; 
No, not among the priefis and friers — 
T. 'Twixt you and me, G— damn the 

lyars. 
M. The Tories are gone ev'ry man over 
To our illuftrious houfe of Hanover ; 
From all their condud this is plain ; 
And then — 

7^ G-r- damn the lyars again* 

* See Tm a»iA t\\e ^»\Aw, N q\.N\\v 
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Did not an earl but lately vote, 
To bring in (I could cut his throat) 
Our whole accounts of publick debts ? 

ili". Lord I how this frothy coxcomb 
frets I ^ \ajide,'\ 

T, Did not an able ftatefman-bifhop 
This dang'rous horrid motion difli-up 
As pofifh craft ? did he not rail on*t ? < 
Shew nre and faggot in the tail on*t ? 
Proving the earl a grand offender, 
And in a plot for the pretender^ 
Whofe fleet, 'tis all our friends opinion. 
Was then embarking at Avignon, 

M. Thefebrangling jarsof /^>6/^and7£»ry 
Are ftale, and worn as Troy-town Jiory : 
The wrong, 'tis certaih, you were both in. 
And now you find you fought for nothing. 
Your fadion, when their game was new. 
Might want fuch noify fools as you j 
But you, when all the fhow is paft^ 
Refolve to ftand it out at lafl ; 
Like Martin Marrall, gaping on *, 
Nor- minding when the fong is done. 

* Sir Martin Marrali is a it for him, while he fliould 

character in one of Drydm's co- thrum the indrument } but thia 

mcdies. Sir Martin was to fe- ingenious project mifcarried 

renadc his miftrefs } but, as he by the knight's continuing hit 

could not play, his man under- exercife, when the muAck was 

t09k to conceai faimfelf, and do at an end. 



254 A DIALOGUE BETWEEN 

When all the bees are gone to fettle. 
You clatter ilill your brazen kettle. 
The leaders whom you lifted under 
Have dropt their arms, and ieiz*d the 

plunder ; 
And when the war is paft, you come 
To rattle in their ears your drum : 
And as that hateful hideous Grecian 
Therfites (he was your relation) 
Was more abhorr'd and Tconi'd by thofe 
With whom he fcrv'd, than by his foes ; 
So thou art grown the deteftation 
Of all thy party through the nation : 
Thy peevifh and perpetual teazing 
With plots, and Jacobites^ and treaibn ; 
Thy bufy, never-meaning face, 
Thy fcrew'd-up front, thy ftate-grimpce. 
Thy formal nods, important fneers. 
Thy wliifp'rings foifted in all cars, 
(Which are, whatever you may thiok, 
But nonfenfe wrapt up in a ftink) 
Hiivc made thy prefencc, in a true fenie. 
To thy own ude fo damn'd a nuifance, 
I'hat, when they have you in their eye. 
As if the devil drove, they fly. 

T. My good friend Mullinix^ forbear ; 
I vow to G— , youVe too fevere : 

If 
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If it could ever yet be known 
I took advice, exGq>tmyown« 
It ihou'd be yours : but d— my blood» ' 
I mufl purfue the publick good : 
The fa^ion (is it not notorious?) 
Keck at the memory of glorious r 
'Tis true ; nor need I to be toW, 
My quondam fiiends are grovm lb cold, 
That fcarce a creature can l)e found 
To prance with me his ftatue round. - 
The publick fafety, I forefee, 
Henceforth depends alone on me ; 
And while this vital breath I blow 
Or from above, or from below, 1 
m fputter, fwagger, curfe and rail, 
The Tories terror, fcourge, and flail. 

M, Tinty you miftake the matter quite} 
The Tories/, you are their delight ; 
And fhould you ad a difFVent part, 
Be grave and wife, 'twou'd break their 

heart. 
Why, 7*w, you have a tafte I know, 
And often lee a puppet-Jbcno : 
Obfervc, the audience is in pain. 
While Punch is hid behind the fcenc ; 
But, when they hear his rudy voice, 
With what impatience they rejoice I 

And 
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And then they value not two ftraws, 
How Solopion decides the caufe, 
Which the true mother, which pretender ; 
Nor liften to the witch of Endor» 
Should Faufius with the devil behind him 
Enter the ftage, they never mind him : 
If Punchy to fpur their fancy, fhows 
In at the door his monArous nofe, 
Then fiidden draws it back again ; 
O what a pleafiire mixt with pain I 
You ev'ry moment think an age, 
'Till he appears upon the ftage : 
And firft his bum you fee him clap 
Upon the queen of Shebds lap.: 
The duke of Lorrain drew his iword ; 
Punch roaring run, and running roar'd, 
Revil'd all people in his jargon. 
And fold the lung of Spain a bargain ; 
St. George himfelf he plays the wag. on, 
And mounts aflxide upon the Dragon ; 
He gets a thoufand thumps and kicks, 
Yet cannot leave his rogiiifli tricks j 
In every adion thrufts his nofe ; 
The reafon why, no mortal knows : 
In doleful fcenes that bre^ our heart, 
Pu?tch comesi like you, and lets a fart. 
There's not a puppet made of wood. 
But what wou'd hang him, if they cou*d ; 

While, 
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While, t^azing all, by all he's teaz'dj 
How well are the Ipedators pleased ! 
Who in the motion have no /hare. 
But purely come to hear and ftare ; 
Have no concern for Sahrdt fake, 
Which gets the better, faint or fnake, 
Provided Punch (for there's the jeft) 
Be foundly maul'd, and plague the reft* 

' Thus, tT/w, philofophers fuppofe, 
The world confifis of puppet- flioms 5 
Where petulant conceited fellows 
Perform the, part oi Punchinelloes i 
So at this boojth, which we call Dublin^ 
I'im^ thou'rtUie Punch to ftir up troubl' in; 
You wriggle, iidge, and make a rout, 
rut all your brother puppets out, 
Run on in a perpetual round 
To teaze, perplex, difturb, confound, 
Intruder with monkey-grin and clattdP 
To interrupt all ferious matter, 
Are grown thi nuifance of your clan, 
"Vyiip hate and fcom you to a man s 
But then the. lookers-on, the Toriei^ 
You, ftill divert with merry ftories ; 
They wou'd cofifent, that all the crew 
Were hang'^di before they'd part with you. 

But tell me, Titn^ upon the fpot. 
By all this coil what haft thou got? 

s "sa, 
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If Tories muft have all the fpotti 
I fear you'll be difgrac'd at vourf* 

T, GotP D— my blood, J ffOnk ^ 
kftersy 
Walk to my place before my b^ttetS} 
And, iimple as I now fknd httc, 
Exped in time to be a pfecr — 
Got f D — me, why I cot my will f 
Ne*er hold my peace, and ne'er (latid ftill: 
I fart with twenty ladies by ; 
They call me bcaft ; and whit care I ? ' 
I bravely call the Tories Jach^ 
And fons of whores — behiftd their bai^ks. 
But, Could you bring me once to think> 
Irhat, when I ftrut, and flare, and ftittk^ 
Revile and /lander, fiime and Aorn!i$ 
Betray, make oath, impeach, infomi> 
With fiich a conftant loyal zeal 
To ^rve myfelf and common-weal) 
And fret the Tories fouls to death, 
1 did but lofe my precious l^eath, 
And when I damn my foul to plague *«lil. 
Am, as you tell me, but their may-games 
Confume my vitals I they fl^oyld kno*r, 
I am not to be treated fo ; 
I'd rather hang myfelf by half, 
Than give thofe rafcals caufe to kugh. 
2 But 
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But how, my friend, can I endure, 
Once (o renown'd, to live obfcure ? 
No little boys and girls to cry^ 
There's niftible Tim a pcijfmg by f 
No more my dear delightful way tread ' 
Of keeping up a party hatred f 
Will none the Tory dogs purfue, 
When through the ftreets I cry halloo ? 
Muft all my d— mee's, bloods, and wounds, 
Pafs only now for empty founds ? 
Shall Tory rafcaJs be eleded, 
Although I fwear them difaffc^ed ? ? 

And when I roar, a plot^ a plot^ 
Will oilr own party mind mc not? 
So qualified to fwear and ly^^, 
Will they not truft me for 2ifpy f 

Dear Mullinix, your good advice 
t beg ; you fee the cafe is nice : 
01 were I equal in renown, 
Like thee to pleafe this thanklefs town 1 
Or blefs'd with fuch engaging parts '"• 
To win the truant fchool-boys hearts ! 
Thy virtues meet their juft reward, 
Attended by x}sa Jahh guard. 
Charm'd by thy voice the 'prentkt 4fOps 
The fnow-ball deftin'd at thy chops 1 
Thy graceful ftcps, and cornel's air, 
Allure the cinder-pkUng fair. 

S 2 M.^<^ 
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M. No more — in mark of true affec- 
tion, 
I take thee under my protedion : 
Thy parts are good, 'tis not deny'd ; 
I wifK they had been well apply'd. 
But now obferve my counfel, (viz.) 
Adapt your habit to your phyz ; 
You muft no longer thus equip ye, 
^8 Horace lays, optat ephippia ; 
(There's Latin too, that you may fee 

How much impirov'd by dr, ). 

I have a coat at home, that you may try ; 
*Tis juft like this, which hangs by geo- 
metry. 
My hat has much the nicer air ; 
Your block will fit it to a hair. 
That wig, I would not for the world 
Have it fo formal, and fo curl'd ; 
'Twill be fo oily and fo flcek, 
When I ^ave lain in it a week, 
You'll find it well prepar'd to take 
The figure of toupee or fnake. 
Thus drefs'd alike from top to toe, 
I'hat which is which 'tis hard to know, 
When firft in publick we appear, 
I'll lead the van, keep you the rear ; 
Be careful, as you walk behind ; 
Ufc all the talents of your mind ; 

Be 
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Be ftudious well to imitate 
My portly motidn, mein, and gate ; 
Mark my addrefs, and learn my ftile, 
When to look fcornful, when to fmile ; 
Nor fputter out your oaths fo faft, 
But keep your fwearing to the laft. 
Then at our leifure we'll be witty, 
And in the ftreets divert the city ; 
The ladies from the windows gaping, 
The children all our motions aping. 
Your converfation to refine 
I'll take you to fome friends of mine. 
Choice fpiritSf who employ their ports 
To mend the world by ufeful arts j 
Some cleanfing hollow tubes to fpy 
Dired the zenith of the iky j 
Some have the city in their care 
From noxious fleams to purge the air ; . 
Some teach us in thefe dang'rous days 
How to walk upright in our ways ; 
Some whofe reforming hands engage 
To lafh the lewdnefs of the age 3^ 
Some for the publick fervice ga 
Perpetual envoys to and fro ; 
Whofe able heads fupport the weight 
Of twenty minifters of flate. 
We fcorn, for want of talk, to jabber 
Of parties o*er our bonny-clabber ; 

S 3 Not 
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Nor are we flMdious to enquire, 
Who votes for manours, who for hire : 
Our care is to improve the mind 
With what concerns all human-kind j 
The various fcenes <ii mortal life, 
Who beats her hufband, who his wife ; 
Or Iiow the bully at a ftroke 
Knock'd down the boy, the lanthom 

broke. 
One tells the rife of clicefe and oatmeal \ 
Another when he got a hot meal ; 
One gives advice in proverbs old, 
Inftruds us how to tame a fcold ; 
Or how by almanacks 'tis clear, 
That herrings will be cheap this year 

T. Dear Mullinixy I now lament 
My precious time fo long mifpent. 
By nature meant for nobler ends : 
O, introduce me to your friends I 
For whom by birth I was dcfign*d, 
'Till politicks debased my mind : 
I giv^c myfclf entire to you; 
G--. d"^ th^ Wbi^s^ and Tomi tpo. 
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ERE continueth to rot 

The body of FRANCIS CHARTRES ; 
Who, with an inflexible constancy 

and INIMITABLE' UMjpORMITY of Ufc, 
PERSISTED, 

In fpke of AGE and infirmities, 
In the pradice of every human vice, 
S^^ptmg prodigality and hypocrisy : 
His infatiable avarice exempted him from 

the fiift, 
Hi? njatchlefs impudence from the fecond. 

Nor was he mqre iingukr in the undeviat- 
ing pravity of his manners^ than fuccefs- 
ful in accumulating wealth;. 
For, withoyt trade or pjbofes^iqn, 

Without TRUST of PUBUCK MONEY, 

And withppt iribet-woi^yhy service. 
He acquired, or more prop?rly,/:r!5<ited» 

■ A MlNiSTEWAL ES-fATE^ ; ■ j. ;; 

He was the only perfon of his time 
Who cou'd CHEAT without the mafic of 

honesty, 
JleUunThi^ pnmeval meanness wheni pof^ 

fefs'd of ten thousand a year ; 

S 4. bsx^ii'* 
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And, having daily deferv'd the gibbet for 

what he did^ 
Was at laft condemned to it fof what he 

could not da, 

O indignant reader t 
Think not his lite ufelcfs to mankind! 
Providence conniv'd at his execrable 
dcligns, 
To give to after-ages a conipicuous phoof 
and EXAMPLE 
Of how fmall cilimation is exorbitant 
WEALTH in the fi^t of GOD,, by 
his beftowing it on the moft unwor- 
thy of ALL mortals. 



• yoannesjacet hie Mirandula"-'Catera noruni 
Et Tagus et Ganges — forfan et Antipodes, 



H 



Apply'd to F. C, 

ERE Francis Cbartres lies— be tivil! 
The reft God knows — perhaps the 
dcvil« 



*EPIGR AM, 



'* E P t CJ R A JVI. 

... V 

PETER compl^s, that God has given 
To his poor babe a life fo fhbrt: 
Confider,, Peter ^ he*s in heaven ; 
'Tis good to have jt friend at court. 

. r ^ ' . - ' . '• 

. . . -♦ • ♦ . . ■ 

* A N O T H E R. 

YOU beat yoijr pate> and fahcy wit 
will come : ' 
Knock as you pleafe, there's nobody at 
home. 

* EPITAPH of By-Words. 

HERE lies 2 round woman, who 
thought mighty odd 
Ev'ry word fhe e'er heard in this church 

"abotit God. 
To convince her of God the good deail 

did endeavour; 
BvitfUll in her heart fhe held iio/vr^ more 

clever. 
Though he tdk*d miich of ,viitue, hsi 

head always run 
Upon fbmething or other (he found bet- 

titt fun: 



'^^si. 
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For the dame, by her /kill in affairs ailra- 

nomical, 
Imagin*d> to live in the clouds was (mt 

comicaL 
In this world ihc defpisM cv*ry foul fljc 

met here ; 
And now fhe's in toother, fhe thinks it 

EPIGRAM. 

On feeing a worthy prelate go out 9f church 
in the time of divine fervice to wait on 
bis grace the D. of D — . 

' * 

LORD Pam in the church (cou*d yoi| 
think it?) kneel'd down) ■ . . 
When told the lieutenant was ju(icometo 

town, 
His Ration defpifing, ufiaw-d hy lAic place^ 
He ilics from his Oo(i to attend oti his 

grace: ' 

To the eeurt it was ikter to pay his devo' 

tion, 
&&CC irai^ had no hflfnd in his \eMdp'$ 

promotion* • 

♦JBPLflRAM 



* EPIGRAM from the Fremh. 

SI R, I admit your gen'ral rule, 
That cv'ry poet is a fool : ' 
But you yourfelf may ferve to- jfKow it, ' 
TJiat ev'ry fool is not a poet. . 



* 
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WELL then, poor G — lies under 
ground ! 
So there's an end of honeft Jack. 
So little juftice here he found, 

'Tis ten to one he'll ne'er come back. 



* E P I G R A M. ^ 

On th Toafts of the Kit-Kat Cluh, " ' 
Aono 1716, 

W Hence deathlefs i/V-^c^/ took its namfB^ 
Few criticks can unriddle ; : 
Some lay from paftry-icook it cwac, 

And fome from cat andj^a^. 
From no trim beaux its ngme it i^oad^i ;i 

Grey ftatefmen, or green wits ; 
But from this peU-melfpatk c^fodb' ^ 

Of old em ?md young kitt, 

. ^ * TO 



"^'To a LADY, vAi&i xht Temf^e of 

Fame, 

What's fame with men, by cudom ' 
. of the nation 
Is caird in women only reputation : 
About them both why keep we fuch a 

pQther? 
Part you with one, and I'll renounce the 
other. 

♦VERSES 

To he placed under the piSiure of England*/ 
arch-poet ; containing a compleat cata- 
logue of his works. 

SE E who ne'er was or will be half-read! 
Who firft fung ' Arthur ^ then fung 

'' Alfred ; 
Prais*d great ^ Eliza in God's anger, 
*Till all true Englifhmen cry'd, hang her \ 
Made Williams virtues wipe the bare a-^ 
And hang'd up Marlborough in ^ arras : 
Then hifs'd from earth, grew heav'nly 

quite ; 
Made ev'ry reader curfe the • light ; 

• Two hcroick potms in ' Heroick poems in folioi 
folio, twen^rbobks. ten book*. 

^ HeroicK poem* in twelve * Inftru^Uon* to Vaifitr' 
\fioYi. hfH, a tapeftry-weaven 

' Hymn to the light. 



VERSES ON ENGLAND'S AKCH-fOET: 2691 

Maiil'd human wit.'m one thick ^ fatire ; ' 
Next i^ three books fent hamm^aturef ) 
Undid ^ Creation zt Si jerkf ..... , j;- 
And of * Redemption made daiiin d work... 
Then 'took his miife at once, and dipt; 

■ : ^•..he^ ■ *.:..: •: . .. \ /y 

FuUi irii .the middle f£ -the fcrtpture : ; . :. 
What.\^onders there the man grown okJr 

didl 
Sternhold himfclf he out-Sternholded : 
Madc^ David '^ccm Co mad ahd'freakifli, 
All thought him juft what thought king 

Ahijh. 
Na mortal read his ' ^So/omon, 
Bu^ judg'd Roboam his own Ion. 
Mofes ™ he ferv'd as Mofes Pharaoh^ 
And Deborah as fhe Siferah ; 
Made " Jeremy full fore to cry, 
And ° Job himfelf curfe God and die, , 

What .punifliment all this muft follow ? 
Shall Arthur ufe him like king Tollo f 

^ Sktira againft vj'tt. ' Canticles and EccUftaflts. 

< Of the nature of man. "> Paraphrafe of the canti- 

** Creatitny a poem, in feven cles of Mofes and Ddtrabf 

books. etc. 

• TheT Redeemer, another ' " Tht Lamenttttiom. 
heroick poem, infix .books. • The whole b9'.)k of Johf 

*• Tranflation of all the a poem, in folio. 
Pfalms, 



*;<» VfiRSfi^ Oisr ENGLAND'S ARCH-PCET. 

Shall DofOid as l7r//»& flay him ? 
Or dcxt*rou8 DeVrah Stferah him ? 
Or {hall Eliza ky a plot 
To treat him like her fifter Bsoif 
Shall William dub his better end • ? 
Or Marlborough ferve him like a friend ? 
No, noftfc of thefe — heav*n fpafe hit life f 
]^ut fend him, honeft Jib, thy ^fi. 

Dr. SWIFT to Mr. POPE, 

While he was ivriting the Dunciad. 

POPE has the talent well to fpeak, 
But not to reach the ear ; 
His loudeft voice is low and weak, . 
The Dea?i too deaf to hear. 

A while they on each other look, 
Then diff'rcnt ftudies chufe ; 

The Dean fits plodding on a book| 
Pope walks, and courts the mufe. 

Now backs of letters, though defigR*d 
For thofe who more will need 'em> 

Are fill'd with hints, and interlink, 
Himfelf can hardly read 'em. 

* Kick him on thcbcec0^t inxVj»^\m K)i&>3cA,<h.Qur<tet. 
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Ewh atom by fortie btJier ftWitk" 

All turns anfl ' rtibtitoitf tl-ies : 
Till in a lump together ftuck, 

Bdiold a >o^ rift I ^v''/'"!"^ 

Yet' ta the Z)<0;7.hfti; ^tuat allot ; ^ ; 
Hbiciaims k ify i Canori ; ' 

Is^ tcaifo fm ^ud Vim* 






•V .» 



Ilbul* * iP<i^*, itt Vaiii you befall y^\A tvit j 

Fox', had our deaf divine 
Betfo for your conFei^tkm fity ' 

Yqu had not writ a lifte» * 

Of . ^r^iaite thus fot .preaching fam*d 
Thefexton rcfiifon'd well j " ' 

And juftly lialf thfe merit claimed, 
Becaufe he rar^ the heli^ 

* A polite turn is given to his letter to Or. Sb&id^ 
this incident by Mr. P(p ih VoL XU. Letter Ja. 

' . . . r '\ 
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. • BOUNCE to FOP. 

An epiftle from a dog at Twickenham Xo a 
dog at court. 

., i;. 

TO tHce, fweet Fop, thefc Jincs I 
fend, 
Who, though no ipaniel, am a fnsnd. 
Though once my tail^ in wantbiiplkjr 
Now frifking.this and. then that way,* . 
Chanc'd with a touch of juft the tip. I 
To hurt your lady-lap-dog-fhip : 
Yet thencejfp .think I'd bite your head oft I 
Sure Bounce i&.one ybu never read of; 

Fop I yoi^ 'can dance, and make a legt 
Can fetch and carry, cringe and beg, 
And (what's the top of all your tricks) 
Can fto^ to pick up firings 2xAfiich* 
We country dogs love nobler Iport, 
And fcor^'the pranks of dogs at court. ' 
Fie, naughty Fop I where-e'er you come, 
To fart and pifs about the room. 
To lay your head in ev'ry lap, 
And, when tliey think not of you — (hap I 
The worft that envy, or that fpite 
E'er faid of me, is, I can bite ; 
That idle gypfies, rogues in rags, 
Who poke at me, can make no brags ; 

And 
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And that to towze fuch things 9& flutter 
To koosfl Boufw i« brea4 and tmtt^. 

While yon, ;and ev'jy oomtly fop, 
Fawn on die devU far * chop, 
IVe the humanity to hate 
A butcher, though iie biiogs me imeat ; 
And, let me tdl yfrn^ have a nofe, 
(Whatever linking f<^s fuppofe) 
That under doth of gold or tiffue, 
Can fmell a plainer, or an iiS^e. 

Your pilf 'ring lord with Simple piride 
May wear a pick-lock at his fide ; 
My mailer wants no key of ftate, 
For Bounce, can keep his houfe and gate. 

When all fuch dogs have had their days. 
As knavilh Fams^ and fawning Trt^s ; 
When pamper'd Cupids, bcaftly Vemi, 
And motly, fquinting Harleqiiims *, 
Shall lick no more their ladies br-— , 
But die of looienefs, claps, or itah ; 
Fair Thwtes from either echoing fhore 
Shall hear and dread my manly roar. 

♦ AlU legunt Harji'Staniu 
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S^e Bounce, like Berecynthia, crown'cJ 
With thund'ring offspring all around ; 
Beneath, befide me, and at top, 
,A hundred Ions, and not oiAfopI 

: Before my children fet your beef, 
Not one true Bounce will be a thief; 
Not one without permiflion feed, 
(Though fome of J — ns hungry breed :) 
But, whatfoe'er the father's race, 
From me they fuck a little grace: 
While your fine whelps learn all to ifteal, 
Bred up by hand on chick and veal. 

My eldeft-born refides not far. 
Where fhines great Strafford's glitt'ring 
, ftar: 

My fecond (child of fortune !) waits 
At Burlington $ Palladian gates : 
A third majeflically flalks 
(Happieft of dogs I) in Cobhams walks ; 
One ufhers friends to Bathurfls door ; 
One fawns at Oxford's on the poor. 

Nobles, whom arms or arts adorn, 
Wait for my infants yet unborn. 

None 
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None but a peer of wit ajid grace 
Can hope a puppy of my race. 

And O I wou'd fate the blifs decree 
To mine, (a blifs too great for me I) 
That two my talleft fons might grace, 
Attending each with ftately pace, 
liilus^ fide, as erft Evanders *, 
To keep ofF flatt'rers, fpies, and panders. 
To let no noble ilave come near, 
And fcare lord Fannys from his ear : 
Then might a royal youth, and true, 
£njoy at leaft a friend — or two ; 
A treafure, which of royal kind 
Few but himfelf 'deferve to find. 

Then Bounce ('tis all that Bounce can 
crave) 
Shall wag her tail within the grave. 

* On the countefs of Burlington cutthg 

paper. 

PALLAS grew vap'rifh once and oddj 
She would not do the leaft right thing 
Either for Goddefs or for God, 

Nor work, nor play, nor paint, nor fin^. 

• Vig. ^n. 8. 

T i Jove 
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Jwe frown'd, and " Ufe (he cry'd) thofe 
" eye* 

" So fkilnil, and thofe hands lb taper ; 
" Doibmethkigexquitite and wife" — 

She bow*d, obey'd him, and cut paper. 

This vexing him who gave her birdi, 
Thought by all heav'n a burning Ihame,. 

What does (he next, but bids on earth 
Her Burlington do jtift the £une ? 

F alias ^ you give yourfelf ftrange airs ; 

But lure you'll find it hard to fpoil 
The fenfe and taf^e of one, that bears 

The name of Bavile and of Boyle. 

Alas I one bad example fhown, 
How quickly all the fex purfiie t 

See, madam I fee, the arts o'erthrown 
Between John Overton Sind you, 

* Ona certain lady at cottrt* 

I Know the thing that's moft uncommon, 
(Envy, be filent, and attend !} 
I know a rcafonable woman, 

Handfome and witty, yet a friend. 

Not 
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Not warp'd by paflion, aw'd by rumour ; 

Not grave thro' pride, or gay thro' folly; 
An equal mixture of good-humour. 

And fenfible foft melancholy., 

** Has (he no faults then, (envy fays) fir ?** 
Yes, fhe has one, I muft aver : 

When all the world confpires to praife her. 
The woman's deaf, and does not hear. 

To DoBor D E L A N Y, 
On the Libels written againji him, 

AS fbme raw youth in country bred, 
To arms by thirft of honour led. 
When at a fkirmifli firft he hears 
The bullets whittling round his ears. 
Will duck his head afide, will ftart. 
And feel a trembling at his heart ; 
Till 'fcaping oft without a wound 
Leffens the terror of the found : 
Fly bullets now as thick as hops. 
He runs into a cannon's chops. 
An author thus, who pants for fame,. ■ 
Begins the world with fear and fhamc : 
When firft in print, you fee him diead 
Each pop-gun levell'd at his head : 

T 3 The 



278 TO DR. DELANY, ON THE 

The lead yon critick's quill contains 
Is deftin'd to beat out his brains. 
As if he heard loud thunders roll, 
Cries, Lord, have mercy on his foul ! 
Concluding, that another fhot 
Will ftrike him dead upon the fpbt. 
But, when with fquibbing, flaflung, pop- 
ping, 
He cannot fee one creature dropping ; 
That, miffing fire, or miffing aim, 
His life is fafe, I mean his fame ; 
The danger paft, takes heart of grace, 
And looks a critick in the face. 

Though fplendor gives the faireft mark 
To poifon'd arrows from the dark. 
Yet, '* in your/elf when fmooth and rounds 
They glance afide without a wound. 

'Tis faid, the Gods try'd all their art, 
How pain they might from pleafure part 5 
But little could their ftrength avail ; 
Both flill are faften'd by the tail. 
Thus fame and cenfure with a tether 
By fate are always link'd together. 

Why will you aim to be preferred 
In wit before the common herd ? 

** la fcipfo totus teres atque rotundus. 

And 
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And yet grow mortify'd and vext 

To pay the penalty annext? j 

'Tis eminence makes envy rife ; 
As faireft fruits attrad the flies. ' 

Shou'd ftupid Hbels grieve your mind, 
You foon a remedy riiay find : .,, 

Lie down obfcure Hke other folks ' r 
Below the lafh of fnarlers jokes. 
Their fadion is five hundred odds ; 
For ev'ry coxcomb lends them rods, 
And fneers as learnedly as they ; . ' 
Like females o'er their morning tea. 

You fay, the mufe will not contain, 
And write you muft, or break a vein. 
Then, if you find the terms top hard. 
No longer my advice regard : 
But raife your fancy on the wing ; 
The Irtftj fenates praifes fing ; ' 

How jealous of the nation's freedom. 
And for corruptions, how they weed 'em; 
How each the publick good purfues. 
How far their hearts from private views ; 
Make all true patriots up to flioe-boys; 
Huzza their brethren at the BltU-boys *; 

* The Ir'tjh parliament fat the nem parliament-houie was 
at the Bltu-hyt hofpital, while building, 

T 4 And 



iSo TO DR. OELANV, 01«^ THE 

Thus grown a member of the dub. 
No longer dread the rage of Crrub, 

How oft am I for rhyme to feek ! 
To drcfs a thought I toil a week : 
And then how thankful to the town. 
If all my pains will earn a crown I 
Whilft cv ry critick can devour 
My work and me in half an hour. 
Would men of genius ccafe to write, 
The rogties mun die for want and Q^ight, 
Mufl die for want of food and raiment, 
If fcandal did not find them paymei^t^ 
How chcarfuUy the hawkers cry 
A fetirc, and the gentry buy 1 
"While my hard-labour*d poem pines 
UnWi upon the printer's line*. 

A ^tnius in the revVend gown 
Mil ft ever keep its owner down ; 
*Ti» an unnatural conjundion, 
And fpoils the credit of the function. 
Round all your brethren caft your eyes ; 
Point out the fureft men to rife : 
That club of candidates in black, 
The leaft dcferving of the pack, 
Afpiring, fa^iouS) fierce and loud. 
With grace and learning unendowed, 
Will fooner coin a thoufand lyes 

7^hm /iiiFcr men q{ i^axxs to \\fev 
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They croud about preferment's gate, 
And prefs you down with all their weight. 
For, as of old mathematicians 
^ere by the toilgar thought magicians ; 
So academick dull ale-drir^kcrs 
Pronounce all men of wit free-tUnhn,, 

Wit, as the chief of virtue's friends, 
Pifdaifls to ferve ignoble ends. 
Obferve what loads of ftupid rhymes 
Opprcfs us in corrupted times : 
What pamplcts in a court's defence 
Shew reafon, grammar, truth, or fcnlc ? 
For, though the mufe delights in fiftion, 
She ne'er infpires againft convidion. 
Theft keep your virtue ftiD unmixt, 
And l^t not fadion come betwixt : 
By party fteps no grandeur clime at. 
Though it would make you England's 

primate : 
Firft learn the fcience to be dull. 
You then may foon your confcience lull; 
If not, however /bated high, 
Your genius in your face will fly. 

When Jove was from his teeming head, 
Of wit's fair goddefs brought to bed. 
There foUow'd at his lying-in 
Fcv after-birth a Smerkini 
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Whichy as the nurfe purfu'd to kill, 
Attain* d by flight the mufes hill ; 
There in the foil began to root. 
And litter'd at Parnajfus' foot. 
From hence the critick vermin fprung 
With harpy claws and poisonous tongue, 
Who fatten on poetick fcraps, 
Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame nature, as the learned fhow. 
Provides each animal its foe : 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox . 
Devours your geefe, the wolf your flocks: 
Thus envy pleads a natural claim 
To perfecute the mufes fame ; 
On poets in atl times abuflve, 
From Homer down to Pope incluflve. 

Yet what avails it to complain ? 
You try to take revenge in vain. 
A rat your utmofl: rage defles, 
That fafe behind the wainfcot lies : 
Say, did you ever know by fight 
In cheefe an individual mite ? 
. Shew me the fame numerick flea, 
That bit your neck but yefl:crdav : 
You then may boldly go in queft 
To find the Grub-Jlreet poets neflij 
What fpunging-houfc in dread of jayl 
Receives them, while they wait for bail ; 
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What alley they are neftled in 
To flourim o'er a cup of gin : 
Find the laft garret where they lay, 
Or cellar, where they ftarve to-day. 
Suppofe you had them all trepann'd, 
With each a libel in his hand. 
What punilhment would you inflidt ? 
Or call 'em rogues, or get 'cm kickt ? 
Thefe they have often tiy'd before ; 
You but oblige 'em lb much more : 
Themfelves would be the firft to tell. 
To niake their trafh the better fell. 

You have been libell'd — Let us know, 
What fool officious told you fo ? 
Will you regard the hawker's cries, 
Who in his titles always lies ? 
Whate'er the noify fcoundrel fays, 
It might be fomething in your praiie : , 
Andpraife beftow'd in Grub-fireet rhymes 
Would vex one more a thoufand times. 
Till criticks blame, and judges praife, 
The poet cannot claim his l^ys. 
Oh me when dunces are fatirick, 
I take it for a panegyrick. 
Hated by fools ^ 2sA fools to haUy 
Be that my motto^ and my fate, 

/ 

Oa 
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An Imitation of Petronius. 
Semnia fta mentes kdunt voIifantsAus umbris, etc. 

THOSE dreams, that on the iiknt 
night intrude, . 

And with falie flitting (hades oor mindi 

delude, 
y<w^ never fends us dofwnwardfromtheflcics; 
Hor can they from infernal manflons rife ; 
But are all meer podudions of the brain, 
And fools confiilt interpreters in vain. 

For, when in bed we reft our weary limbs. 
The mind unburthen*d (ports in various 

whims ; 
The hu(j head with mimick art runs o'er 
The (cenes and anions of the day before. 
The drowfy tyrant, by his minions led, 
To regal rage devotes fomc patriot*8 head. 
"With equal terrors, not with equal guilt, 
The murd'rer dreams of all the blood he 
fpilt. 
The foldier (miling hears the widow's 
cries, 
And ftabs the (on before the mother's eyes. 
With like remorfe his brother of the trade. 
The butcher, fells the lamb beneath his 
blade. 

The 
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The ftatefman rakes the town to find a 

]^t, 
And dreams of forfeitures by treafon got. 
Nor le^ Tom-t— d-manof true ftatcmraw 

mold 
Colledb the city filth in iearch of gold. 

Orphans axiuid hk hsdthe lawyer fees, 
And takes i^ plaiuitiCt and defendant*! 

fee*. 
His fellow pick-^pur^, watching for a job. 
Fancies his fingers in the <cuily s £aib. 
The kindphyficiaii gcaots the huiband*8 

pray rs. 
Or gives reHef to longnexpeding heirs. 
The fleepu^ hangman ties the &tal noofe, 
Nor unfuccdsful waixsfor dead mens £aoes* 
The grave divine vrkk knotty points 

pei^ilext, 
As if he was awake, nods io*«r his t^ : 
Whilethe dyxnountebank attends hi's^dadc^ 
Harangues the iiabU^ and is better paid; 

The hireling ienator of modern days 
Bedaubs the guih^ great with nauieous 

praife : 
And Dkk the icavenger with equal grace 
Flivts firomhis cart the mud ifk — *s face. 



To 
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Viiiting me in my ficknefs, OSiober 1727. 

PALLAS, obferving StiUa's wit 
Was more than for her lex was iit, 
And that her beautv foon or late 
Might breed conftiuon in the ftatc, 
In high concern for human-kind, 
Fixt honour in her infant mind; 

But, (not in wrangHngs to engage 
With iiich a ftupid vicious age) 
If honour I would here define, 
It anfwers faith in things divine. 
As nat'ral life the body warms, 
A^id, fcholars teach, the foul informs ; 
So honour animates the whole, 
And is the fpirit of the foul. 

Thofe num'rous virtues, which the tribe 
Of tedious moralifts defcribe. 
And by fuch various titles call. 
True honour comprehends them all. 
Let melancholy rule fupremc, 
Choler preiide, or blood, or phlegm, 
It makes no difference in the cafe, 
Nor is complexion honour*s place. 

But, left we fhould for honour take 
The drunken quarrels of a rake ; 

Or 
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Or thin^ it feated in a fear, 
Or on a proud triumphal car, 
Or in the payment oF a debt 
We lofe with Iharpers at pkquet'^ 
Or when a whore in her vocation 
Keeps pun£lual to an afHgnation ; 
Or that on' which his lordfliip fwears, 
When vulgar knaves wou'd lole their ^ar« ; 
Let Stellas fair example preach 
A leflbn, fhe alone can teach. 

In points of honour to be try'd 
All pafTions mull be laid afide : 
A(k no advice, but think alone ; 
Suppofe the queftion not your own : 
How fhall I a<9: ? is not the cafe J 
But how wou'd Brutus in my place ? 
In (uch a pafe wou'd Cato bleed ? 
And how wou'd Socrates proceed ? 

Drive all objections from your mind, 
Elfe you relapfe to human-kind ; 
Ambition, avarice, and luft, 
And fadious rage, and breach of truft. 
And flatt'ry tipt with naufeous fleer. 
And guilty fhame, and fervile fear, 
Envy, and cruelty, and pride. 
Will in your tainted heart prefide. 

Heroes and heroines of old 
By honour only were enroU'd 

Amon^ 
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Among their brethrea in the ikiei, 
To which (thmigjb late) ihall SuiU rife. 
Ten fhoufand oaths upon record 
Arc not To iacred as her word : 
The world fhail in its atoou eiid» 
E're Stella can deceive a friend. 
Bv honour ieatod in Jacr hrcaft 
8ne Aill determines what is beft : 
What indignation in her mind 
Againft enflavers of mankind I 
Bafe kingSy and miniftcrs of Aate, 
£ternal objcds of her liate. 

She thinks, tliat nature ne'er dciign*d 
Courage to man alone con£u*d : 
Can cowardice her iex adorn, 
Which mofl expofes ours to fcorn? 
She wonders where the charm appears 
In Floriffuh aiFeded fears ; 
For Siella never leam*d the art 
At proper times to fcream and Aart ; 
Nor calls up all the houfe at night. 
And fwears ihe faw a thing in white, 
Doll never flies to cut her lace, 
Or throw cold water in her face, 
Becaufe fhe heard a fudden drum, 
Or foutid an earwig in a plum. 

Her hearers are amaz u, from wl 
Proceeds that fund of wit and fetti« 

V 
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Which, tho* her modefty would fhroud. 
Breaks like the fun behind a cloud j 
While gracefulnefi its art conceals, 
And yet through ev*ry motion fteals. 

Say, Stella^ was Prometheus blind. 
And, forming you, miftook your kind ? 
No ; 'twas for you alone he ftole 
The fire, that forms a manly foul ; 
Then, to complete it ev'ry way. 
He moulded it with female clay : 
To that you owe the nobler fisune, 
To this the beauty of your frame. 

How would ingratitude delight. 
And how would cenfure glut her fpight, 
If I fhould Stellas kindnefs hide 
In filence, or forget with pride ? 
When on my fickly couch I lay, 
Impatient both of night and day. 
Lamenting in unmanly ftrains, 
Caird ev'ry pow'r to eafe my pains. 
Then Stella ran to my relief 
With chearful face, and. inward grief} 
And, though by heav'n's fevere decree 
She fuffers hourly more than me. 
No cruel matter could require 
From flaves employ'd for daily hire 
What Stella^ by her friendfliip warm'd. 
With vigour and delight perform'd : 

U My 
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My finking fpirits now fupplies 
With cordials in her hands and eyes ; 
Now with a foft and filent tread 
Unheard (he moves about my bed. 
I fee her tafte each naiifeous draught, 
And fb obligingly am caught : 
I blfefs the hand from whence they came, 
Nor dare diftort my face for fliame. 

Beft pattern of true friends, beware : 
You pay too dearly for your care, 
If, while your tendernefs fecures 
My life, it muft endanger yours; 
For llich a fool was never found. 
Who puird a palace to the ground 
Only to have the ruins made 
Materials for an houfe decayed. 



VEkSES 



VERSES 

ON THE 

DEATH OF DR. SWIFT, 

OccaHoned by reading the following maxim in 
ROCHEFOUCAULT. 

Written in Nov. 173 1. 

Dam Vadverfiti de nos meilleurs amis nous trouvous 
toujours quelque chofes, qui ne nous deplaiji pas. 

In the adverfity of our beft friends we always find 
fomething that doth not difpleafe us. 

AS Rochefoucault his maxims drew 
From nature, I believe them true : 
They argiie no corrupted mind 
In him^ the fault is in mankind. 

This maxim more than all the reft 
Js thought too bafe for human breaft : 
" In all diftreflcs of our friends 
" We firft confult our private ends ; 
" While nature, kindly bent to eafe us, 

Points out fome circumftance to pleafe 



C( 



" us." 



If this perhaps your patience move. 
Let reafon and experience prove. 

U 2 We 
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We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equal rais'd above our (iz^. 
I love my friend as well as you : 
But why fliould he obftrud my view ? 
Then let me have the higher poft ; 
Suppofe it but an inch at moft. 
If in a battle you fliould find 
One, whom you love of all mankind. 
Had fome heroick adlion done, 
A champion kilFd, or trophy won ; 
Rather than thus be overtopt. 
Would you not wifli bis laurels cropt ? 
Dear honeft Ned is in the gout, 
Lies rack'd with pain, and you without : 
How patiently you hear him groan! 
How glad, the cafe is not your own I 

What poet would not grieve to fee 
His brother write as well as he? 
But, rather than they fhould exccll. 
Would wifh his rivals all in hell ? 

Her end when emulation iiufles. 
She turns to envy, ftings and hifles : 
The ftrongeft friendihip yields to pride, 
Unlefs the odds be on our fide. 

Vain 
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Vain human-kind I fantaftick race I 
Thy various follies who can trace ? 
Self-love, ambition, envy, pride, 
Their empire in our hearts divide. 
Give others riches, power, and (lation ; 
*Tis all on me an uAirpation. 
I have no title to afpire; 
Yet, when you fink, I feem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a line. 
But with a iigh I wifh it mine ; 
When he can in one couplet £ix: 
More fenfe, than I can do in fix. 
It gives me fuch a jealous iit, 
I qry, pox take him and his wit. 
I grieve to be outdone by Gay 
In my own hum'rous biting way. 
Arbutbnot is no more my friend. 
Who dares to irony pretend. 
Which I was bom to introduce, 
Refin'd it firft, and fhew*d its ufe. 
St. John •, as well as Pulteney f, knows 
That I had fome repute for profc ; 
And, till they drove me out of date, 
Obuld maul a minifler of flate. 

• Lord vifcount Bolingl>r»it. 

f ff^Uiam Puitertfy, cfq; now carl of f <7/A, 

U3 If 
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If they have mortify'd my pride, 
And made me throw my pen afide ; 
If with fuch talents heav'n hath bleft 'em. 
Have I not reafon to deteft 'cm ? 

To all my foes, dear fortune, fend 
Thy gifts, but never to my friend : 
I tamely can endure the firft ; 
But this with envy makes me burft. 

Thus much may ferve by way of proem; 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 

The time is not remote, when I 
Muft by the courfe of nature die ; 
When, I forefee, my fpecial friends 
Will try to find their private ends : 
And, though 'tis hardly underftood, 
Which way my death can do them good. 
Yet thus, methinks, I hear them fpeak ; 
See, how the dean begins to break ! 
Poor gentleman ! he droops apace I 
You plainly find it in his face, 
That old vertigo in his head 
Will never leave him, till he's dead. 
Befides, his memory decays : 
He recoUeds not what he fays j 

He 
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He cannot call his friends to mind ; 
Forgets the place where laft he din'd: 
Plies you with ftories o'er and o'er ; 
He told them fifty times before. 
How does he fancy, we can fit 
To hear his Out-of-fafhion wit ? 
But he takes up with younger folks, 
Who for his wine will bear his jokes. 
Faith, .he muft make his ftories fhorter, 
Or change his comrades once a quarter : 
In half the time he talks them round : 
There myft another fet be found. 

For poetry, he's paft his prime ; 
He takes an hour to find a rhyme : 
His fire is out, his wit decay'd. 
His fancy funk, his mufe a jade. 
I'd have him throw away his pen ; — 
But there's no talking to fome men. 

And then their tendernefs appears 
By adding largely to my years : 
He's older than he would be reckon'd. 
And v/ell remembers Charles the fecond. 
He 'hardly drinks a pint of wine ; 
And that, I doubt, is no good fign". 
His ftomach too begins to fail : 
L^ft year we thought him ftrong and hale; 

U 4 But 
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But now he's quite another thing : 
I. wifh he may hold out till fpring. 
They hug themfelyes, and reafon thus j 
It is not yet fo bad with us. 

In fuch a cafe they talk in tropes. 
And by their fears exprefs their hjdpes. 
Some great misfortune to portend 
No enemy can match a friend. 
With all the kindnefs they profefs, 
The merit of ^ lucky guefs 
(When (kily how-d'ye's come of courfe, 
And fervants anfwer, " Worfe and worfe I") 
Would pleafe them better, than to tell, 
That, God be prais'd I the dean is well. 
Then he, whp prophefy'd the beft, 
Approves his foref^ht to the reft : 
" You know I always fear'd the worft, 
«* And often told you fo at firft." 
He'd rather chufe that I fhould die, 
Than his predi<^on prove a He. 
Not one foretells, I fhall recover ; 
But all agree to give me oyer. 

Yet, fhould fome neighbour feel a paii^ 
Juft in the parts where I complain; 
How many a meflage WQuld he fend ? 
What hearty prayers, that I fhoulci mend ? 

Inquire 
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Inquire what regimen I kept ; 
What gave me eafe, and how I flept? 
And more lament, when I was dead. 
Than all the fnivlers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear; 
For, though you may miftake a year. 
Though your prognofticks run too faft. 
They muft be verify'd at laft. 

Behold the fatal day arrive I 
How is the dean ? he's juft alive. 
Now the departing pray'r is read ; 
He hardly breathes — The dean is dead. 

Before the pafling-bell begun, 
The news through half the town has run. 
Oh ! may we all for death prepare I 
What has he left ? and who's his heir ? 
I know no more than what the news is ; 
'Tis all bequeath'd to publick ufes. 
To publick ufes | there's a whim I 
What had the publick done for him ? 
Mere envy, avarice, and pride : 
He gave it all — but firft he dy'd. 
And had the dean in all the nation 
No worthy friend> no poor relation ? 

So 
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So ready to do ftrangcrs good, 
Forgetting his own flcfh and blood ? 

Now Grubjireet wits are all employed; 
With elegies the town is cloy'd: 
Some paragraph in ev'ry paper 
To curfe the deaity or blefs the drapier. 
The doctors, tender of their fame, 
Wifely on me lay all the blame. 
We muft confefs his cafe was nice ; 
But he would never take advice. 
Had he been rul'd, for ought appears, 
He might have liv'd thefe twenty years : 
For, when we open'd him, we found, 
That all his vital parts were found. 
From Dublin foon to London fpread, 
'Tis told at court, the dean is dead. 
And lady Suffolk * in the fplcen 
Runs laughing up to toWH^^'^^^-y s 
l^ittM.fo gracious, mild, and good, 

Cries, " Is he gone! 'tis time he fhou'd.*' 

* Mrs. Howard, then countcfs of Suffolkf and of the bed- 
chamber to the late ({uccn. 

Now 
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Now. Chartres *", at fir Robert's f levee, 
Tells with a fneer the tidings heavy: 
Why, if he dy'd without his {hoes, 
(Cries Bob) I'm forry for the news: 
Oh, were the wretch but living ftill, 
And in his place my good friend % Willi 
Or had a mitre on his head. 
Provided BoUngbroke were dead ! 

Now Curl § his fliop from rubbi^i drains : 
Three genuine tomes oi Swift's remains! 
And then, to make them pafs the glibber, 
Revis'd by Tibbalds^ Moore, and Cibber. 
He'll treat me, as he does my betters, 
** Publifh my will, my life, my letters ; 
Revive the libels born tp die$ 
Which Pope muft bear, as well as I. 

Here fhift the fcene to reprefent 
How thofe I love my death lament. 



* Colonel Francis ChartrtSj • J JViUiam Pulteuey^ cfq; fince 

whofe charutStcr may be fecn earl of Bath. 

]n an epitaph written by Dr. § An infamous bookfeller, who 

Jrbuthnet, p. 216. publiHicd things in the dean'a 

t Sir Roierl IValptle, then name, which he never wrote, 

ficft minifter of ftatc, ?ftcrr **Forfomcoftiicfepra<5iccs 

j-ds earl of Orford'. he was brought bctbrc the houfc 

of lords. 

Poor 
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Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 

A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 

St. yohn himfclf will fcarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 
The reft will give a flirug, and cry, 
«* Vm (ony — but we all muft die!'* 

Indiff'rence clad in wifdom's guife 
All fortitude of mind fupplies : 
For how can ftony bowels melt 
In thofc, who never pity felt? 
When we are lafhM, they kifs the rod, 
Refigning to the will of God. 

The fook my juniors by a year 
Are tortur'd with fufpence and fear; 
Who wifely thought my age a fcrecn. 
When death approach*d, to ftand between : 
The fcreen remov*d, their hearts are trcm" 

Wing; 
They mourn for me without diflembling. 

My female friends, whofe tender hearts 
Have better leam*d to ad their parts. 
Receive the news in doleful dumps : 
" The dean is dead (pray, what is trumps?) 

« Then 
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*^* Then, Lord, have mercy on his foull 
*' (Ladies, I'll venture for the vole.) 
'' Six deans, they fsiyy. muft bear the pall. 
" (I wi£h I knew what king to call.) 
'* Madam, your huiband will attend 
" The fim'ral of fo good a friend : 
*' No, madam, 'tis a fhocking iight ; 
** And he*s engag'd. to-morrow night : 
" My lady C7«5 will take it ill, 
•* If he fhould fail her at quadrille. 
" He k)v*d the dean — (I lead a heart) 
** But deareftTriends, they fay, muft part. 
'< His time was come ; he ran his race; 
** We hope he's in a better place." 

Why do we grieve that friends fhould 
die? 
No lols more eafy to fupply. 
One year is pafl ; a different fcene I 
No farther mention of the dean. 
Who now, alas I is no more mill. 
Than if he never did exift. 
Where's now the fav'rite of Apol/o f 
Departed: — and his works muji follofw^ 
Muft undergo the common fate ; 
His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some 



302 VERSES OU THE 

Some country *{quire to Lintot * goes. 
Inquires for Swift in vcrfe and proie. 
Says Lintot, " I have heard the name ; 
" He dy'd a year ago.** The fame* 
He fearches all the fhop in vain. 
" Sir, you may find them in Duck-lane f .• 
" I fcnt them, with a load of books, 
" Laft Monday to the paftry-cook's. 
" To fancy, they could live a year I 
" I find, you're but a ftranger here. 
** The dean was famous in his time, 
" And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 
" His way of writing now is paft : 
" The town has got a better tafte. 
" I keep no antiquated fluff; 
" J3ut fpick and fpan I have enough. 
" Pray, do but give me leave to fhew *em : 
" Here's Colley Gibbers birth-day poem. 
" This ode you never yet have feen 
** By Siephe7i Duck upon the queen. 
" Then here's a letter finely penn'd 
" Againft the Craft/man and his friend: 
*' It dearly fhews, tliat all reflection 
"On miniflers is dilaffedion. 



• liirnnrd Lnfr/t, a bo'/k- ^ A place where old books 
ffller. S'.-e Pop/i Dunciad arc (old. 
and IcUcc. 



" Next, 
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" Next, here's fir Robert^ vindication, 
" And mr. Henley s * laft oration. 
" The hawkers have not got them yet : 
" Your honour pleafe to have a fet?'* 

Suppofe me dead ; and then fuppofe 
A club affembled at the Rofe ; 
Where, from difcourfe of this and that, . 
I grow the fubjed of their chat. 

The dean, if we believe report. 
Was never ill-receiv'd at court. 
Although ironically grave. 
He fham'd the fool, and lafli'd the knave. 

" Sir, I have heard another flory ; 
" He was a moft co7tfounded torj/y 
" And grew, or he is much bely'd, 
" Extremely dull^ before he dy'd." 

Can we the Drapier then forget.? 
Is not our nation in his debt? 
'Twas he that writ the Drapier s letters ! — 



C( 



He fliould have left them for \x\^betters\ 



* Commonly called orator Icfque religion, and difgrace 
Henleyy whofc rhapfodies bur- his country. 

" Wc 
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" Wc had a hundred abler men^ 
" Nor need depend upon his pen, — 
" Say what you will about his readings 
" You never can defend his breedings 
" Wlio, in hii faiires nuining riot, 
*' Could never leave the woHd in fuset; 
Attacking, when he took the w/6/w, 
Couri, cityy campy — all one to him. — 






" But why would he, except hcjlobberd, 
" Offend our patriot ^ great fir Robert ^ 
" Whofe counjels aid the fov'reign powV 
" To fave the nation ev'ry hour? 
** yihsxfcenes of evil he unravels 
** In fatires, libelsy lying travels I 
** Not /paring his own clergy -clothy 
** But eats into it, like a mothT* — 

Perhaps I may allow, the dean 
Had too much fatirc in his vein, 
And feem'd determin'd not to ftarve it, 
Bccaufe no age could more dcierve it. 
Vice, if it e'er can be abafh'd, 
Muft be or ridiculed or lafi'd. 
If you refent it, who's to blame ? 
He neither \ii\cw youy nor your name: 
Should vice cxpe^ to'^cape rebuke, 
Bccaufe its owner is a duke? 

His 
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His friendfhips, ftill to few confin'd, 
Were always of the middling kind ; 
No fools of rank or mongrel breed, 
Who fain would pafs for lords indeed, 
Where titles give no right or power. 
And peerage is a wither'd flower. 
He Would have deem'd it a difgrace, 
If fuch a wretch had known his face. 
He never thought an honour done him, 
Becaufe a peer was proud to own him ; 
Would rather flip afide, and chufe 
To talk with wits in dirty fliocsj 
And fcorn the tools with ftars and garters, 
So often feen carefling Chartres. 

He kept with princes due decorum ; 
Yet never flood in awe before 'em. 
He followed David's Icflfon juft ; 
In princes never put his truft : 
And, would you make him truly fowre, 
Provoke him with a flave in power. 

" Alas, poor dean! his only fcope 
** Was to be held a mifanthrope. 
** This into gen'ral ^dium drew him, 
** Which if he lik'd, much good mayt 
" do him, . 

X " His 
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" His zeal was not to lafh our crimes f 
" IJut (iifcoiitent againft the times : 
" For, had we made him timelj offers 
To raife his pqft^ ox Jill his cojferSy 
IVrhaps he might have truckled dowriiy 
" Like other brethren of his gown. 
" ¥o\' parly he would fcarcc have bled:— 
** I (-.iy no more, — bccaufe he's dead," — 
" Wh:it ix.ritifj'rs has lie left behind? — 
I hear, iIh yVc of a difi^ent kind i 
A few in virfe', but moft in profe — 
" ^im\{i hi j^h-Jlovm pamphlets^ Ifuppolc:-— 
" All fcribbled in the worft of times^ 
" 'J'o palliate his friend Oxfords crimes, 
" To praife queen Anney nay more, dc- 

" fend her, 
" As never fa^ng the pretender:-'- 
" Or libels yet conceal'd from Aght, 
" Againft the court to fliew ]mj)>igbt:- — 
" Perliaps his travelsy part the third i 
" A lye at nvry facond word — 
*' Often five to a loyal ear: — 
" But — not onefcj-mony you rcay/wear.""' 

As for his works in vcrfe or profe, 
I ov/n niyft If no judge of thofe. 
Nor can f tell wlint criticks thought 'cm; 
iJut this I know, all people bought 'cm, 

As 
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As with a moral view defign*d, 
To pleafey and to reform mankind : 
And, if he often mifs'd his aim, 
The world mull own it, to thdr Jhame. 
The praife is his, and theirs the blame, 
He gave the little wealth he had 
To build a houfe for fools and mad ; 
To fliew, by one fatiric touch, 
No nation wanted it fo much. 
And, fince you dread no farther lajhesy 
Methinks you va-xy forgive his a/hes. 



-h 



FINIS. 



